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THE FIRST 


ark, 


| N my firſt Prime, when childiſh Humors fed 
My wanton Wit, ereI did know the Bliſle, 
Lies inalouing Eye, or amorous Kifſe, 
Or with what Sighesa Louer warmes hisBed : 
By the ſweete Theſpian Siſters Error led, 
' I firſt begouth to read, thenloue to write, 
And foto praiſe a perfet Red and White 
But [God wote]wiſt not what was in my Head, 
Lone (mil'd to ſee me take ſo great Delight, 
To turne thoſe CMnriques of the Age of Gold, 
And thatI might more Myſteries behold, 
He ſet ſo faire a Yolume to my Sight, 

That I all Ephemerides laid aſide, 

Ioye on this bluſhing Booke my Death to read. 


S O N- 

] Know that all beneaththe Aoonedecayes, 

And what by Mortalls in this World is brought, 
In Times great Periods ſhall returne to nought, 
That faireſt S:azeshaue fatall Nights and Dayes. 
I know that all the Muſes heauenly Layes, 
With Toyle of Spright which are ſo dearely bought, 
As idle Sounds ot few,ornone are ſought, 
That there is nothing lighter then vaine Praiſe. 
I know fraile Beanzie likethe purple Floure, 
To which one Morne oft Birthand Death affords, 
That Loueajarring is of Mindes Accords, 
Where Senſe and Will bring vnder Reaſons Power: 

Know what I liſt, this all can not me mouc 

But that ( a/as ) I both muſt write, and loue. 


Ee who ſo curiouſly doe paint your Thoughts, 
2 Enlightning eu'ric .Line in ſucha guiſe 
| That they ſeemerathertohaue fallen from Skies, 
Then ofa humaine Hand bg mortall Draughts. 
In onePart Sorrow ſotormented lics 
As if his Life ateurie Sigh would part, 
Zoxe Here blindfolded ſtands with Bow and Dart, 
There Hopelookes pale, Deſpaire with flaming Eyes: 
Of my rude Penſill lookenort forſuch Art, 
My Wit I finde growne lefle for te deuiſe 
So high Conceptions to exprefle my ſmart, 
And ſome ſay Lowe is faign'd that's tootoo wile. 
Theſe troubled Words and Lines confuſ'd youfinde, 
Arelike vnto their Modell my ficke Mindc. 


1 SON- 
A 7e me,andamnow the Man whoſe Muſe 
In happier Times was wont tolaugh at Zoxe, 

And thoſe who ſuffred that blind Boy abuſe 
Thenoble Gifts were giuen them from aboue, 
What Meramorphoſe ſtrange is thisI proucr 
My ſelfenow ſcarſeI finde my ſelfeto be, 
And thinkes no Fable Cerces Tyrannie, 

Andall the Tales are told of changed ove, 
Vertxe hath faire with her Philoſophie 
My Mind vntoa better Courſeto moue, 
Reaſon may chide her full, andoftreproue 
Aﬀections Power, but what is that tome 

Who euer thinkes, and neuer thinkes on Ought 

But thatbright Cher»bzx#cthat thralles my Thought. 


SON. 
| that vaſte Heauen intitl'd Fit is rold, 
If any glancing Towres beyond itbe, 
And People liuing in Eternitie, 
Or Eſſexcepurethat doth this Al/vphold : 
What motion haue thoſe fixed Sparkes of Gold, 
The wandring Carbuncles which ſhine from hie, 
By Sprights, or Bodies contrare-wayes in Skie 
| If they eturn'd, and mortall Things behold, 
How S#nne poſts Heauen about, how Nights pale Qucene 
With borrowed Beames lookes on this hanging Round, 
What cauſe faire Ix1s hath, and Monſters ſeene 
In Aires =—_ Fields of light, and Seas profound, 
Did hold my wandring Thoughts; when thy ſweet Eye 
Bade meleaue all, and onely thinke on Thee. 


7 SO N- 

Fic is my Yocke, though griecuous be my Paines, 

Sweet are my Wounds, although they deepely ſmart, 
My Bit is COL ſhortened bethe Raines, 
M ", braue, though I may not depart, 
Although burne, the Fire which doth impart 
Thoſe Flames, fo ſweet reuiuing Force containes, 
Thatlike Arabia's Bird my waſted Heart 
Made quicke by Death, more liuely ſtill remaines, 
Ijoye though oft my waking Eyes ſpend Teares, 
I never want Delight, cuen when I grone, 
Beſt companied when moſt Iam alone, 
A Heauen of Hopes I haue midſt Hells of Feares : 

Thus euery way Contentmentſtrange I finde, 
But moſt in Her rare Beautie, my rare Minde. 
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S O N: 
Aunt not, faire Heaveys, of your two glorious Lights} 


| Y Whichthogh moſt bright, yet ſeenot whe they ſhine, 


And ſhining, cannot ſhow their Beames diuine 
Both in onePlace, but parte by Dayes and Nights, 
Earth vauntnotof thoſe Treaſures yee enſhrine, 
Held onely deare, becauſe hide from our Sights, 
Your pure & burniſh'd Gold, your Diamonds fine, 
Snow-paſling Iuorie that the Eye delights. 
Nor Seas of thoſedeare Wares are in you found 
Vaunt not,rich Pearle,red Corrall which doeftirre 
A fond deſire in Fooles to plunge your Ground; 
Theſe all morefaire are to be hadin Her: 
Pearle, Iuorie, Corrall, Diamond, Sunnes, Gold, 
Teeth, Necke, Lips, Hart,Eyes, Haire are to behold, 


S O N- | 
VV He Naturenow had wonderfully wrought 
| All Avx1sreLLas Parts, except her Eyes, 
To make thoſe Twinnes two Lamps in Beautzes Skies, 
Shee Counſel] of her ſtarry Senat ſought. 
Marsand Appollo firſt did her aduile, 
To wrappe in Colour Blacke, thoſe Comets bright, 
That Zoze him ſo might ſoberlie diſguiſe, 
And vnpercciucd Wound at euerie Sight. 
Chaſte Pots ſpake for pureſt azure dies; 
ButIove and Vzxvs greene about the Light, 
Toframe thought beſt,as bridging moſt Delight, 
That to pin'd Hearts Hope might foray arilc: 
Nature [ allſaid J a Paradiſe of greene 
There plac'd, to make all loue which have them ſeene, 


— 
Ow while the Nz2/t her ſable Vaile hath ſpred, 
And filently her reſtie Coach doth rolle, 

Rowlſing with Her from TzrT11s axure Bed, 

Thoſe ſtarrie Nymphes which dance about the Pole, 

While Crxru 1a in purcſt Cipres cled, 

The Latmian Shepheard ina Trance deſcries, 

And whiles lookes pale from hight of all the Skies, 

Whiles dies her Beauties ina bluſhing Red, 

While Sleepe ( in Triumph ) cloſed hath all Eyes, 

And Birds, and Beaſtes aSilence ſweet doe keepe, 

And Pxorxvs monſtrous People in the Deepe, 

The Winds and Waues ( huſht vp ) to reſt entiſe, 
I wake, I turne, I weepe oppreſt with Paine, 
Toilde in the wayles Zabyrinihes of my Braine., 


SO N- 
Q-eepe, Silence Child, ſweet ' of ſoftReſt, 
Prince whoſe Approach Peace toall Mortalls brings, 
Indifferent Hoſt to Shepheardsand to Kings, 
Sole Comforter of Minds which are oppreſt. 
Loe, by thy Charming Rod all breathing Things 
Lie ſlumbring, with Forgetfulneſle poſleſt, 
And yet ore me to ſpred thy drowſie Wings 
Thou ſpares ( alas) who cannot be thy Gueſt, 
Since I am thine, O come, but with that Face 
Toinwatid Light which thou art wont toſhow, 
With faincd Solace eaſe a true felt Woe, 
Or if deafe Goda thou doe deny that Grace, 
Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeath, 
I long to kiſſe the Imaee of ty Death, 
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' SON- | 

FAre Aoone who with thy cold and filuer Shine, 
Makes ſweet the Horror of the dreadfull Night, 

Delighting the weake Eye with Smiles diuine, 

Which Prozs vsdazelles with his too much Light, 

Bright Queene of the fir(# Heaven, it in thy Shrine 

By turning ofe, and Heauens eternall Might, 

Thou haſt not yet that once ſweet Fire of thine 

Enpzm1on, forgote, and Louers Plight: 

If Cauſe like thine may Pitie breed inthee, 

And Pitie ſomewhat elſetoitobraine, 

Since thou haſt Power ef Dreames as well as Hee 

That holds the golden Rod, and Morell Chaine: 
Now whileShe ſleepes in dolefull Guiſe her Show, 
Theſe Teares,and the blacke Map of all my Woe. 


Rift Hall harbei 
] Ampe of Heauens Chriſtall Hall thatbrings the Houres, 
Eye-dazaler, who makes thevgly Night, 
Atthy Approach flic to her flumbrie Bowres, 
And fills the World with Wonder and Delight. 
Lifeof all lifes, Death-giuer by thy flight 
To Southerne Pole from thelc ſixe Signes of ours, 
Goldſmith of all the Starres, with Siluerbright 
Who Moone enamells, Ar x11 esof the Flowres. 
4h from thofe watrie Plaines thy golden Head 
Raiſe vp, and bring the ſo long lingring Morxe, 
A Graue, nay Hell, I find becomethis Bed, 
This Bed ſo grieuoufly where I am torne: 
But woe is me though thou now brought the Day, 
Day ſhall but ſerue moe Sorrowes to diſplay. 


NG: 


[7 was the time when to our Northerne Pole 
T he brighteſt Lampe of _Hecuen beginnes to rolle, 


 - When Earth more wanton in new Robes appeareth, 


And ſcornine Skies her Flowres in Raine-bowes beareth, 
on which the CAire moiſt Diamonds doth bequeath, 
Which tremble to feele the kiſſine Tephires breath - 
When Birds from ſhady Groues their Loue foorth warble, 
And Sea like Heauen, Heanen lookes like ſmootheſt Marble, 
When I in ſimple conrſe free from all Cares, 

Farre from the muddy Worlds captining ſnares, 

By Oras flowrie Bancks alone did wander: 

Ora that ſports her like to old Meander, 

A Floud more worthie Fame and lafting praiſe 

Then that ſo high which Phattons fall did raiſe: 

Into whoſe mouing Glaſſe the Milke-white Lillies 

Do dreſſe their treſſes and the Daffadillies. 

Where O1a with a Wood & crown'd about 

And ſeemes forget the way how to come out, 

A place there is, where a dclicious Fountaine 

Sprines from the ſwelling Paps of a proud Mountaine, 
Whoſe falling Streames the quiet Caues do wound, 

And make the Echoes ſhrill reſound that ſound. 

The Lanrell there the ſhining Channell eraces, 

The Palme her Loue with lone-ſlreach d Armes embraces, 
The Poplare ſpreads her Branches to the Skie, 

And hides from ſight that azure Cannopic, 

The Streames the Trees, the Trees their leaues ſtill nouriſh, 
That Place graue Winter findes not without flouriſh. 

If lining Eyes Elyſian fields could ſee 

The little Arden might Elyſium bee. 

Her Diane oft was wont for to repoſe Her, 

And th Acidalian Queene with Mars reioyce Her : 


The 


The Nymphes oft here do bring their Mannds with Flowres, 
And Anaatams fu their Paramonrs, 


The Satyres in thoſe ſhades are heard to langniſh, 
And make the _—_ eards partners of their anguiſh , 
The Sheepheards who in Barckes of tender Trees 
Doe graue their Loues, Diſdaines, and Ieloſies : 
Which Phillis when there by Her Flockes ſhe fecdeth 
With Pittie whyles, ſometime with laughter reedeth. 
Neare to this place when Sunne in midſt of Day 
In higheſt top of Heauen his Coach did ſtay, 
And (as aduiſing ) on his Career glanced 
The w.:y did reſt, the ſpace he had aduanced 
His panting Steeds along thoſe Fields of light, 
7 princelie looking: from that gaſtlie hight- 
When moſt the Grafts pers are heard in Meadowes, 
And lofiicſt Pines or ſmall, or haue no Shadowes 5 
It was my hap O woefull hap to bide 
Where thickeſt ſhades me from all Rayes did hide, 
Into a ſhoot-wp-place, ſome Syluans Chamber, 
Whoſe Seeling ſpred was with the Lockes of Amber 
Of new-bloom'd Sicamors, Floore wrought with Flowves, 
More ſweet and rich then thoſe in Princes Bowres, 
Here Adon bluſh't, and Clitia all amazed 
Lookt pale, with Him\who in the Fountaine gazed, 
The Amaranthus ſmyl'd, and that ſweet Boy 
Which ſometime was the God of Delos joy: 
The brane Carnation, ſpeckled Pinke here ſhined, 
The Violet her fainting Head declined 
Beneath a ſleepie Chaſton , all of Gold 
The Marigold her leaucs did here unfold, 
Now while that rauiſh'd with delight and wonder, 
Halfe in a trance I laye thoſe Arches wnder, 


The ſeaſon, ſilence, place, began tentiſe, 
E ſeen f lids ors 6 bt on To, Skies, 
Which ſoftly haning ſtollen Demſtlee together 

(Like enening Clouds ) me placd I wot not whether, 

As Cowards leaue the Fort which they ſhould keepe 

My ſenſes one by one gaue place to Sleepe, 

Wha follow'd with a troupe sf golden Slombers 

Thruſt from my quyet Braine all Baſſe encombers, 

Aud thriſe me, Ad with his Rod of Gold, 

A Heauen of Viſions in my Temples roll d, 

To contervaile thoſe Pleaſures were bereft me, 

Thu in his ſilent Priſon cloſd he left me. 

Me thought through all the neighbour Woods a noice 
of Quiriſters, wore ſweet then Lute or voice, ; 
(For thoſe harmonious ſounds to IOVE ave giuen 
By the ſwift touches of the nyne-ſtrine'd Heauen, 

Such are, and no thing elſe) did wound mine Eare, 

No Soule that then became all Eare to heaxre: 

And whilſt Iliitning lay O gaitly wonder \ 

T (aw 4 pace Mirtle cleaue aſunder, 

A Mirtle great with birth, from whoſe rent wombe 

Three naked Nymples more white then Snow forth come. 
For Nymphes they ſeem'd, about their heauenty faces, 

Iu Wanes of Gold floted their curling T reſſes, | 
Each bout each Arme, their Armesmore white then milke, 
A bluſhing Armelct weare of crimſin Silke. 

The Goddeſſe;ſuch were that by Scamander 
Appeared 10 the Phrygian Alexander, 

Aglaia and her Siftcrs ſuch perchance 

Be when about ſome facred Spring they dance, 
But ſcarce the Grque their naked Beauties graced, 
And on the amorons Yerdure had*not traced, 


When 


woned 


When to the Floud they ran, the. Flond 'in Robes 
of curling Chriitall to brefts Tuory Globes 
Who wrapt|them all about, —_ take pleaſure 
To ſhowe white Snowes throughout her liquid Azure, 
Looke how Promgtheus Man when heauculy fire 
Firi#t gaue him Breath Dayes Brandon did admive, 
Aud wondred of this VVorlds Amphitheater : 
So gaz d I on thoſe new gueits of the V Y ater. 
All three were faire yet one excell'd as farre 
The reſt as Phoebns doth the Cyprian Starre, 
Or Diamonds ſmall Gemmes, or Gemmes do other, 
Or Pearles that ſhining ſhell & call'd their Mother, 
Her Haire more. bright then are the Mornings Beames 
Hang in 4 golden ſhower aboue the Streames, 
And dan hae ſought her fore-head for to couer 
V Fhich ſeene did ſtraight a Skie of Milke diſcouer, 
VVith two fair Browes, Loues Bowes wbich neuer bend, 
But that a golden Arrow foorth they ſend, 
Beneath the which two burning Planets glancing 
Flaſht flames of Lone, for Lowe there ſtill is dancine, 
Her ather Cheeke reſembl'd a bluſhing Morne, 
Or Roſes Gueles in field of Lillies borne: 
Twixt which an Tuory VV all ſo faire ts raiſed, 
That it is but abaſed when it's praiſed. 
Her __ like Rowes of CorrAll ſoft did ſwell 
And th'one like thother only aoth exeell : 
The Tyrian Fiſh lookes pale, pale looke the Roſes, 
The Rubies pale, when Mouths ſweet Cherry cloſes, | 
Her Chinne like ſilver Phoebe did appeare | 
Darke in the midſt to make the reſt more cleare: 
Her Necke ſeem'd fram'd by curious Phidias Ma#er, 
Moſt ſmooth , moſt white, a piece of Alabaſter, 


T wo foaming Billowes flow'd vpon her breſt 
Which did their tops with Corrall red encreſt: 
T here all about as Brookes them ſport at leaſure, 
With Circling Branches waines did (well in azure: 
Within thoſe crookes are only found thoſe Iſles 
Which Fortunat the dreaming old World Stiles. 
The reſt theStreames did hide, but as a Lillie 
Suncke in a Chri#talls faire tranſparent Belle. 

I who yet humane weakneſſe did not know, 
(Foryet I had not felt that Archers Bow, 
Ne could I thinke that = the coldeſt Water 
T he winged Toneling burning Flames could ſcatter) 
0n enery part my vagabonding ſight 
Did caft, and drowne mine Eyes in ſweet Delight, 
0 wondrous Thing (ſaid I) that Beautic s named ! 
Now I perceiue I | Koer haue dreamed, 
And neuer foundin all my flying Dayes 
Ioy wnto this, that onlie's worthy a” 4 
My Pleaſures hane bene paines, my comforts Croſſes, 
My Treaſure Pouertie, my Gaines but Lo 
0 precious fight ! which none doth elſe deſcri 
Except the burning Sunt, and quiuering 1. 
And yet O decre-bought Sight | O would for ener 
Imight enioy you, or had toy d you neuer | 
0 happie Floud' if ſo yee might abide, 
Tet ener glory of this Moments Pride, 
Adiure your Rillef$ all for to bchold Her, 
And in their Criftall Armes to come and fold Her: 
And ſih yee may not aye your Bliſſe embrace, 
Draw thouſand Ponrtraits of Her on your Face, 
Pourtraits which in my Heart be more apparent, 
If like ro yours my Breſt but were tranſparent. 


o 


-O that 1 were while Shee doth inyou play, 
Danlphine to tranſport Her tothe Sea 
To none of all thoſe Gods I would Her rander, 
From Thule to Inde though I ſhould with Her wandtr. 
Oh". what i thu? the more I fixe mine Elie, 
Mine Eye the more new Wonders doth ſpice, 
The more I ſþie, the more in vncouth faſhion 
My Soule 6 rauiſh'd in a pleaſant paſſion, 
But looke not Eies, as more Iwould haue ſaid 
A ſound of whirling Wheeles me all diſmayd, 
_Andwith the ſound foorth from the trembling Buſhes, 
With florme-like courſe a ſumptuous Chariot ruſhes, 
A Chariotall of Gold, the Wheeles were Gold, 
The Nailes, and Axeltree Gold onwhich it roll 'd: 
The wpmoſt partScarlet Vasle did coner, A 
More rich then Danaes Lap ſpred with her Louer. 
In =—_ of it in a triumphing Chaire, 
A Ladie ſate miraculouſlie Fire, 
VV hoſe penſiue Countenance, and lookes of Honor, 
Doe more allure the Mind that thinketh on Her, 
T hen the moſt wanton Face, and amorous Eies, 
That Amathus or flowrie Paphos ſees, ; 
A Crue of Virgins made 4 Ring about Her, | 
The iignens ſhe@hey ſceme the Gold without Her. 
Such Thetis « when tothe Billowes rore 
VVith Mermaids nyce Shee danceth on the Shore: 
S9 in a ſable Night the Sunnes bright Sifter | 
Amone the leffr twinckling Licks doth glifter 
Faire Toakes of Ermelines whoſe Colour paſſe 
The whiteſt S nowes on Azed Grampius Face, 
More ſwift then Venus Birds this Chariot enided | 
To the aitoniſhd Bancke where as it bided. | 


But long it did not bide, when poore thoſe Streames 
Aye me it made tranſporting thoſe rich Gemmes, 
Andby that Burthen lighter, ſwifilie driued 
Till (as me thought) it at a Towrearrined, 

F pox 4 Rocke of Chri#tall ſhining cleare 
Of Diamonds wrought this Caſtell did appeare, 
Whoſe riſing ſpires of Gold ſo high them reared 
That Atlas-like it ſeem'd the Heauen they beared. 
Amidſt which Hights on Arches did eſe 
(Arches which guilt Flames brandiſh to the Skies ) 
Of (parking T opaces, Proud, Gorgeous, Ample, 
(Like to alitle Heanen) a ſacred Temple. 
The Walls noWindowes haue, nay all theWall 
Is but one Window, Night there doth not fall 


Morewhen the SunnetoWefterne Worlds declineth, 


Thenin our Zenit _ at Noone He ſhineth. 

T wo flaming Hills the paſſage ſtrait defend 
der fo tha radiant [x5 ak een 4 
Vpon-whoſe Arching tops on 4 Pilaſtre 

A Port lands open, raiſ d in Loues Diſatire: 
For none tht narrow Bridee and gate can paſſe, 
Who hauetheir Faces ſeene in Venus Glaſſe. 

IP thoſe within, but 10 come foorth do venter, 

T hat ſtatelie Place againe they newer enter. - 


T he Precint's ſtrengthened with a Ditch of Feares, 


In which doth ſwell a Lakeof InkieTeares 

Of madding Louers, who abide ther e moning, 
And thicken enen the Aire with piteous groning, 
This Hold top brane the Skies the Deſtines ram d, 
And then the Fort of Chaſtitie it nam 4d. 

T he Ducene of the third Heauen once to appallit, 


The God of Thrace Here brought who could not thrall it, 


= 


For which he vow'dne're Armes more 10 put on, 
nd on Riphean Hills was heard 70 grone. 
Here Pſyches Lozer hurles his Darts at randon, 
Which all for nought him ſerue,as doth his Brandon, 
What grieuous CAgonie did inuade my Minde? 
VV hen in that Place my Hope 1 ſaw confinde, 
VV here with high-towring T houghts I onely reacht her, 
VV hich did burne vp therr Wings when they approacht her. 
Me thought 1 ſet me by a Cyprelle ſhade, 
And Night and Day the Hyacinthe there read: 
And that bewayling Nightingalles did borrow 
Plaints of my Plaint, and Sorrowes of my Sorrow, 
My food was Worme-wood, mine owne Teares my drinke, 
CAMy reſt on Death, and ſad Miſhaps to thinke. 
And for ſuch Thoughts to haue my Heart enlarged, 
And eaſe mine Eyes with brinie Tribute charged, 
Outer 4 Brooke 1 laid my pynning Face : 
But then the Brooke as grieu'd at my Diſgrace, 
A Face Me ſhew'd ſo pynd, ſad, ouer-clowded, 
T hat at the Sight afray d mine Eyes them ſhrowded. 
Th is the guerdon Loue, this s the Gaine 
In end which to thy Seruants doth remaine, 
I would haue ſaid, when Feare made Sleepetoleaue me, 
And of thoſe fatall Shadowes did bereaue me. 
But ah alas! in ſteed to dreame of Lone, . 
And Woes,me made them in effet toprout, 
For what into my troubled Braine was painted, 
Awak'd I found that Time, and Place preſented. 


__ 


| SON: 
| A? burning Thoughts now let me take ſome Refſt, 
And your tumukuous Broylesa while appailc, 

Is'tnot enough,Starres, Fortune, Loxe moleſt 

Me allar oncec,but yee muſt to difpleaſe, 

Ler Hope (though falſe) yer lodge within my breſt, 

My high Attemprtthough dangerous) yet praiſe, 

What though I trace not rightHeauens ſteppie Wayes 

It doth ſuffiſe my Fall ſhall make me leſt, 

I doe not doaton Dayes,nor feares not Dearh, 

So that my Life be braue,I wiſhe'tnot long, 

Let meRenown'd liue from the Mondaine Throng 

And when Heauen liſts recall this borrowed Breath. 
Men bur like Viſions are, Timeall doth claime, 
Heliues whodiesto winne alaſting Name. | 


—_ 

"(" Hat learned Grecian who.did fo excell 

In Knowledge pafling Sence, that he is nam'd 
Ofall the after Worlds Dzuine,doth tell: 
Thatall the Time when firſt our Soules are fram'd, 
Ere in theſe Manſions blind they come to dwell, 
_ live bright Rayes of that Erernall light, 
And others ſee,know,loue, in Heauens great highr, 
Nottoyld with oughtto Reaſon doth rebel). 
It is moſt true, for ſtraight at the firſt ſight 
My Minde metold that in ſome other place 
It elſe where ſaw the 1dea of that face, 
And lou'daloue of Heayenlie pure delight. 

What wonder now Ifeele {o faire a flame, 

SithT herlou'd gx on this Earth Shee came. 


£7 SON. | 
Na Arne,nor Mincius, norſtatcly Tiber, 
Sebethus,nor the Flood into whoſe ſtreames: 
He fcl who burnt the World wich borrowed beames,. 
Goldrolling T.agus, Munda,famous Iber. 
Sor gue, Roſne, Loire,Garron,norproud-banked Seine,. 
Peneus, Phaſis,Xanthus,humblcLadon, 
Nor Shee whoſc Nymphes excell her loued Adon: 
Faire T ameſis,nor 1#er large,nor Rherne,. 
Enphrates, Tieris, Indus, Hermus, Gange, 
Pearlie Hydaſpes, Serpent-like Meander,, 
The Goltfe bereft ſweet Heroher Leander, 
Nile that farre farre his hidden Head doth range, 
Haue euer had ſo rare acaufeof praiſe, 
As 0ra where this Northerne Phenix ſtayes.. 


SON: . 

70 heare my plaints faire Riuer Chriſtalline- 

- Thouin a flent Slomber ſeemes to ſtay, . 
Delicious Flowres Lillie and Columbine, | 
Yee bow your Heads when I my Woes diſplay. | 
Forreſts inyou the Arrile, Palme and Baye, 
Haue had compaſtion liſtning to my grones, . 
The Windes with ſ{ighes haue ſolemniz'd my -mones: 
Mong leaues, which whiſper'd what they-could not ſay.. 
The Caues, the Rockes,the Hilles the Sy/iars Thrones, . 
(As ifcuen pittiedid in them appeare, ). 
Haueat my ſorrow renttheir ruethleſle ſtones, 
Each thing I finde hath ſence except my Deare 
Whodoth not thinkeT loue, or will not know 
My Griefe, perchance delighting in my woe.. 


TON 
CWeet Brooke, in whofe BE Chriftall Tmy Eyes- 
Haue oftſeenegreat in labour of theirteares, 
Enamell'd Banke whoſe ſhining grauell beares: 
Theſe ſad Characters of-my miſeries. | 
High Woods whoſemounting tops menace the Sphearesz- 
Wild Citizens, Awphions of the Trees, 
You gloomie Groauesathoteſt Noones which freeze, 
Elyſian ſhades which Phebas neuer cleares. 
Vaſte ſolitarie Mountaines, pleafant Plaines, 
Embrodred Meads that Ocean-wayes you reach, 
Hills, Dales,Springs,All that'my ſad cryeconfſtraines 
Totake part of my plaints, and learne woes ſpeach, 
Will thatremorſeleſlc faire ec're pittic ſhow, 
Of gracenow anſwere if yee ought know: Ng.) 


SON. 
(VET flaming Hornes the Bu//now brings the yeare,. 
Meltdo the Mountains hideous. heaulmes of Snow, 

The filuer Floods in pearlie Channells flow, 
The Late-bare Woods greeneAnadeams doe weate., 
The Nghtingall forgetting Winters-woe, 
Calls vp the lazie Morne-her Notes to heare, | 
Spread arethoſe Flowres which names of Princes beave, 
Some red,ſome azure,white,and golden grow. 
Here lowes a Heifer,there bea-wailing ſtrayes 
Aharmeleſſe Lambe,notfarrea Stag rebounds, - 
TheShcepe-heards ſing to gazing flockes ſweet Layes; - 
Andall about the Ecchoing Aire reſounds. 

Hills, Dales, Woods, Floods,& euery thing doth change, ; 
But Shee in rigovr, 1 in Loxeam ſtrange. - 
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SON- 

ff 4 ſoſlenderlie ſet forth my Minde, 
& Writing I wot not what in ragged Rimes, 

And charg'd with Braſle into theſe golden Times 

When others towre ſo high am left behinde: 

I crauenot Phebns leaue his ſacred Cell 

Tobinde my Browes with freſh Aonian Bayes, 

But leaues't to thoſe who tuning Sweeteſt Layes 

By Tempe fit, or Aganippe Well, 

Nor yet to Venus Tree doe I aſpire, 

Sith Shee for whom I mightaffeRthatpraiſe, 

My beſt attempts with cruell words gainſayes, 

AndI ſecke not that Others me admire, 
Of weeping Myrrhethe Crowne is whichlT craue, 
With a ſad Cypreſſe to adorne my Graue. 


MADRIGALL-: 
V7 en as Shee ſmiles 1 finde 


More light before mine Eyes, 
Nor when the Sanne from Inde 
Brings to our World a flowrie Paradiſe: 
But when Shee gentlieweepes, 
And poures forth n= Mi 
On chcekes = bluſhing flowres, 
A ſweet melancholie my ſences keepes, 
Both feed ſo m diſeaſt, 
So much both doe mepleaſe, 
That oft I doubt which more my heart doth burne, 
Like Loue to ſee her ſmile, or Pittic mourne. 


| S ON: : 
MY Teares may well Ngmidian Lions tame, 
YZ AndPitiebreedinto the hardeſt Hart 
That euer Prxxna did to Maide impart, 
When She them firſt of bluſhing Rockes did frame. 
Ah Eyes whichonly ſerue to waile my ſmart, 
How long will you myinward Woes proclaime, 
May 't notſuftce you'beare a weeping Part 
All Night,atday but you muſt doe thefame? 
Ceaſe idle Sighes to ſpend your Stormes in vaine, . 
And theſe ſweet ſilent Groues for to moleſt, 
Containe you in the Priſon of my Breſt, 
You doe not eaſe but agrauate my Paine, 
Orif burſt forth you muſt, that Tempeſt moue 
In Sight ofher whomel fo dearely loue. - 


SON. 
you reſticſle Seas apeaſe your roaring Waues, 

* And you who raiſc huge Mountaines in that Plaine 
Aires Trumpetters, your hideous Sounds containe, + 
And liſten tothe Plaints my Griefe doth cauſe. 
Eternall Lzzh7s, though adamantine Lawes 
Of Dcſtinies to moue ſtillyou ordaine, 

Turne hither all yourEyes, your Axeltre pauſe, 

And wonderat the TormentsIſuſtaine. 

SadEarth ifthou made dull by my Diſgrace 

Be not.and ſenſcleſſc, aske thoſe Powers aboue 

Why they ſo croſt a Wretch brought on thy Face, | 
Fram'd for Miſhap, th'Anachorit of Loue, 

And bid them if they would moe Xrxas burne, 
InRroportoOrERINANTHE ME tUINce 
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TEcroft with all miſhaps bemy poore Life, 
4[foneſhort Day I neuer ſpentin mirth, 
Ifmy Sprit with it ſelfe holds laſting ſtrife, 
| TfSorrowes death is but new Sorrowesbirth. 
If this vaine. World be but amournefull Stage 
Where flaue-borne Man playes to the laughing Starres; 
It Youth betoſl'd with Loue, with Weakeneſle Age, 
It Knowledge ſerues to hold our Thoughts in warres. 
It Time can cloſe the hundreth Mouths of Fame, 
Andmakewhar'slong ſince paſt,likethat's to be, 
If Fertue onely be an. Idle Name, 
IftI when was borne was borneto die; 

Why ſceke Ito prolong theſe loathſome dayes? 

The faireſt Roſe in ſhorteſt time decayes, 


oy = BON 
At otherBeauties how ſo e're they ſhine 

In Haires more bright then is the golden Ore, 
Or cheeks more fairethen faireſt Felantine, 
 :OrHandslike Hers that comes the Sunne before: 
! Matchdwiththat Heauenlie Hew, and ſhapediuine, 
! | Withthoſe deare Starreswhich my weake Thoghts adore, 
Looke but as Shaddowes, orif they be more, 
* Itisinthat that they are like to thine. 
' | 'Whoſcesthoſe Eyes their forceand doth not proue, 
| "Whogazethonthe dimpleofthat Chine, 
| And findes not Yenns Sonne entrench'd therein, 

'Or hath not ſence,or knowesnot what is Loue. 

Toſee thee had Narciſſus had the grace, 

| He would haue died with wondring on thy Face. 


SEXTAIN. 


PT He HeauenQoth not containe ſo many Starres, 
So many leaues not proſtrat lie in Woodes 
' When Autume's, o/dand Boreas ſounds his V Varres, 
So many Waues haue not the Ocean Floodes, 
As my rent Mind hath torments all the Night,' 
And Hart ſpends Sighs, when Pros vs brings the iph, 


Why ſhould I beene a Partner of the Light? 

Who croft in birth,by bad aſpedt of Starres, 

Haue nener ſince had happre Day nor Night, 

Why was not 1a liner inthe Woods, 

Or Citizen of Tat 1s chriſtall Floodes, 

Then fram'd a Man for Loueand Fortunes Warres? 


1 looke each Day when Death ſhouldende the Warres 
Vncinill Warres twixt Senſe and Reaſons Light, 
My Paines I count to Mountaines, Meads and Floods, 
And of my Sorrow P.:rtners makes the Starres, 

All Deſolate I haunt the fearfull Woodes 

When 1 fhould giue my ſelfe toreſt at Night, 


With watchful Eyes Inere behold the Night 
Mothcy of Pace, but ah to meof Warres, 
And Crxrtula Queene-like ſhining through the Wood, | 
When flraight thoſe Lamps come in my thougt whoſe Light | 
My Indgement dazcl'd, paſing brighteſt Starres, 

Andthen my Eyes en-iſle themſelues with Floodes., 


Turne to their Sprines againe firſt ſhall the Flooods, 
Cleare ſhall the Sunne the ſad andgloomie Night, 
To dance about the Pole ceaſe ſhallthe Starres, 


1ght 


f | 


The ——_— their ancient Warres 
Shall firſt, and be depriu'd of Place and Light, 
Ere 1 findereſt in Citie, Fieldes, or Woods. 


| Ende theſe my Dayes Enawellers of the Woods, 


T ake this my Life yee deepe and raging Floods, 
Sune neuer riſe tocleare me with thy Light, 
Horror and Darkneſle keepe 4 fin Night, 
Conſume me Caire with thy inteſtine Warres, 
And ſtay your Enfluence o'reme bright Starres. 


In vaine the Starres, th' Endwellers of the Woods, 
Care, Horror, V Varres I call and raging Floodes,, 
For all haue ſwornens Night ſhall þ th my Sig ht. 


SON- 

'S Sacred Bluſh enpurpling Cheekes pure Skies 

"With crimſo Wings which ſpred thee liketheAMorye, 
O baſhfull Looke fent from thoſeſhining Eyes, 
Which thogh caſt down on Earth couldſtHeauen adorne. 
O Tongue in which moſt lIuſhious Nectarlies, 
That can at onceboth bliſſe and make forlorne, 
Deare corrall Lip which Beaztie beautifies, 
That trembling ſtood before her words were borne. 
And you her Words, Words no, but golden Chaines 
Which did captiue my Eares, enſnare my Soule, 
WiſeImageof her Mind, Mind that containes 
A powerall Power of Sexſe for to controule: 
Soſwcetly yec from Louediſſuadeall me, 
That Iloue more, if more my Loue can be, 


S ON- 


Ly gound hoarſe ſad Lute, true witneſſe of my woe, 
' -Andftriue no moreto eaſe ſelfe-.choſen paine 
. With Soule-enchanting ſounds; your accents ſtraine 
' Vntothele teares inceſlantlie which flovw. 
Sad Trecble weepe, and you dull Baſſes ſhow 
Your Maſters ſorrow ina deadly waine; 
Let ncuer joyfull Hand vpon you goe, 
Nor Conſort keepe but whenyoudoe complaine. 
Flie Phebus Rayes,nay,hate the irkeſome Light, 
-Woods {olitarie Shades for theeare beſt, 
Ortheblacke Horrours of the blackeſt-Night, 
;Whenallrhe World ſaue Thou and I dothreſt: 
Then ſound ſad Luteand beare a mourning part, 
Thou Hell may'ſt moue,thoughnot a Womans Heart. 


SON. 
JN vaineT haunt the cold and Siluer Springs, 
[®Toquench the Feuer burning in my vaines, 
In vaine (Lowes pilgrim) Mountaines, Dailes and Plaines 
I ouer-runne,vaine helpe long abſence brings. 
In vaine my Friends your Councell me confſtraines 
Toflie,and place my Thoughts on other things, 
Ahlike the Bird that fired hath her Wings, 
The more I moue the greater are my paines, | 
Deſire (alas) Deſire a Feuxis new, | 
From th'0r/ent borrowing Gold, from WeFerne Skies 
;Heauenly Cinabre, ſets before my Eyes 
In euery place, her Haire, ſweetlooke, and Hue: | 

Thar flie,runne,reſt T, all doth prouebur vaine, 

My life liesin thoſe Eyes which hauemeſlaine. 


SON- 
CR faire Forth, Ro a Chriſtall Plaine, 
ICut your white Lockes,and on your foamie Face 
Let not a wrinckle be, when you embrace 
The Boate that EZarths Perfettions doth containe, 
Windes wonder,and through wondring holde your pace, 
Or if that yee your Hearts can not reſtraine 
From ſending lighes, fealing a Lowers Caſe, - 
Sigh,and in Her faire Haireyour ſelues enchaine. 

Or take theſe fighes which abſence makes ariſe 
From my oppreſſed Breſt and V Vaue the Sailes, 
Or ſome ſweet Breath new brought from Paradiſe: 
The Flood ſeemes ſmile,Love o're the V Vinds preuailes, | 

And yethuge Waues ariſe, the Cauſe is this, 

The Ocean \triues with For:h the Boate to kiſle. 


SON: | 
sf 4 Ruſtnot ſweet Soule thoſe curled Waues of Gold 
With gentle Tides which on your Temples flow, - 
Nor Temples ſpred with Flackes of Virgine Snow, 
Nor Snow of Checkes with Tyrian graine enrolld. - 
Truſt not thoſe ſhining Lights which wrought my Woe, - 
When firſt I did their azure Rayes behold, - 
Nor Voice whoſe Sounds more ſtrange Effects doe ſhow 
Then of the Thracian Harper haue benetold : 
Looke to this dying Lie, fading Roſe, 
Darke Hyacinthe,of late whoſe bluſhing Beames ' 
Made all the neighboring Herbesand Graſle rejoyce, - 
And thinke how litle is twixt Lifes extreames; 
The cruell Tyrantthat did kill thoſe Flowres 
Shall once ay me not ſparethat Spying of yourss * 


SON- 

[ N Minds pure Glaſſe when > ſelfe behold, 

Andviuely ſees how.my beſt dayes are ſpent, 
What clowds of Caire aboue my Headare rold, 
Whatcomming euils,which I can not preuent: 
My begun courſe I wearieddoerepent, _ 
And would embrace what Reaſon oft hath told, 
But ſcarcethus thinke I when Louc hath controld 
Allrhe beſt reaſons Reaſon couldinuent. 
Though ſure I know my labours endisgriefe, 
Themore[ftriue thatI the more ſhall pine, 
Thatonly Death ſhall be my laſt relicfe: 
Yet when I thinke vpon that face diuine 
Like one with Arrow ſhot in laughters place, 
Malgre my HeartTjoyein my diſgrace. 


SON. 

Eare Quiriſter who 201 thoſe ſhadowes ſends ' 

Ere that the bluſhing Dawne dare ſhowe her Light, 
Such ſad lamenting Straines,that Nie: attends 
(Become all Eare) Szarres ſtay to heare thy plight. 
Ifone whoſegriefe cuen reach of thought tranſcends, 
Who ne're [notina Dreame? didtaſte Delight, 

May the importune who like caſepretends, 

. Andſcemes to joye in woe, in Woes deſpight, 

Tell me (ſo may thou Fortune mildertrie, 

And longlongfing) for what thou thus complaines? | 
Sith Winter's gone, and Swne in dapled Skie | 
Enamour'd ſmiles on Woodsand flowrie Plaines: 
TheBird as if my queſtions did her moue 
With tremblingWings fob'd forth I /oxe, I love. 


S . 
Cruel! .."..._- eſſe inhumaine, 
That Night and Day contends with my deſire, 

And ſeckes my Hope to kill, not quench my fire, 
By Death,not Baulme to caſe my pleaſant paine . 
Though yee my thoughts tread down which would aſpire, 
And bound my bliſſe,do not alas diſdaine 
'ThatI your matchlefſe worth and grace admire, 
And for their cauſetheſetorments ſharpe ſuſtaine, 
Let great Empedocles vaunt of his death 
Found in the midſt of thoſe Sicy/zan flames, 
And Phattonthat Heauen him reft of breath, 
And Deaals Son Henam'd the Samiay ſtreames? 

Their haps I not enuic, my Glore ſhall be 

The faireſt She that lines did cauſe me die, 


SON. 

Z & He Hyperborean Hills, Ceraunus Snow, 

Or Arimaſpas (cruell) firſt thee bred, 
The Caſpian Tigers with their milke thee fed, 
And Fawnes did humane bloud on thee beſtow, 
Fierce Orithyas louer inthy bed 
Thee nll'd a fleepe, where he enrag'd doth blow, | 
Thou didfſt not drinke the Flouds which here doe flow. 
But teares,orthoſe by ycie T anais Hed, 
Sith thou diſdaines my loue, neglets my Griefe, 
Laughs at my grones, and ſtill affects my death, 
Of thee,nor Heauen T1I'fecke no more reliecfe, 
Nor longer entertaine this loathſome breath, 
But yeeld vnto my Starre,t hat thou mayſt proue, 
What loſſe thou hadſtin loſling ſuch aLoue, 


HOEBPS ONGC 


And paint the ſable Skies 
With azure,white and red: | 
Rowſe Memmons Mother from Her Tythons Bed, 
T hat Shee thy Carcere may with _ fred, 
The Nightingales thy comming each where ſing, 
Make an eternall Spring, 
Giue of #0 this darke World which lyeth dead. 
Spred forth thy golden haire 
In larger lockes then thouwas wont before, 
nd Empreour-like decore 
With Diademe of Perle thy Temples faire: 
Chaſe hence the vglie Night 
Which ſerues but to make deare thy glorious Light, 
This is that happie Morne, 
That Day long _ Day, 
Of all my life ſo aarke, 
(If cruell Starres haue not my ruine ſwornt, 
And Fatcs my Hopes betraye) 
Which (onlie white) deſerues 
An euerli#ting Diamond _ it marke, 
This is the Morne (hould bring vnto this Groue 
My Lone, to heare, and recompence my lone. 
Faire King who all preſerues, 
But ſhowe thy bluſhing Beames, 
And thou two ſweeter Eyes | 
Shall ſee then thoſe which by Peneus Streames 
Did once thy heart ſurpriſe: | 
Nay Sunnes which ſhine as cleare | 
As thou when two thou did toRome appeare. 


hy 


Now Flora decke thy ſelfe in faireſt eui 

If that yee Windes a role gui, 

Awvoyce ſurpaſiing farre Amphions hye, | : 

Tour furious chyding fn, : 
' Let Tephire onely breath, 

And with . her irefſe Pe » 

Kiſſine [ometimnes thoſe orts of' Death, 

T i « "ur all ſilent = _ 

And Phoebus in his chaire - 

Enſaffraning Sea and Aire, 

Makes vaniſh enery Sterre: 

Night like a Drankard reeles 

Beyondthe Hills to ſhunne his flamming Wheeles, 

T be Fields with flowres are paintin enery hue, 

The clowds ſpangle with bright Orient Gold their blew: 

Here is the pleaſant place, 

And nothing wanting is ſane Sheealase, 


SON-+ | | 
Hohath not ſcene intoher ſaffranBed 
The Mornings Goddefſe mildlicher repoſe, 
Or Her of whoſe pure bloud firſt ſprang theRoſe 
Lull'd in aflomber by a Mirtle ſhade. 
Who hath not ſcene that ſleeping white and red 
Makes Phebelooke ſo pale,which Shee did cloſe 
In that 70nian Hill, to eaſe her woes, 
Which onlyliues by her dearekifſes fed. 
Come butand ſee my Lady ſweetlieſleepe, 
The ſighing Rubies of thoſe heauenly lips, 
The Cupids which breſts golden Apples keepe, 
Thoſe Eyes which thine in midſt of their Ecclipſe, 
And He themall ſhall ſee, perhaps and proue 
Shee waking but perlwades, now forceth Loue. 


a LT. .- 
Of Cithereas Birdes that milke-white paire 
On yonderleauie Mirile Tree which grone, 
And waken with their kiſſes in the Aire 
Th'enamourd Zephires murmuring oneby one; 
Ifthou but ſenſe hadſt like P/gmalions Stone, 
Or hadſt not ſcene Meduſas ſnakic haire, 
Lowes leſſons thou mightſt learne : and learne ſweet faire, 
To Summers heat ere that thy Spring be growne, 
Andifthole kiſſing louers ſeeme but Cold, 
Looke how that Ele this Iuie doth embrace, 
And bindes,and claſpes with many a wanton fold, 
And courting Sleepe o'reſhadowes all the place 
oy ſeemes to ſay, deare Tree we ſhall not part, 
Inſigne whereof loein eachleafe a Heart, 


Ns SON: . 

T He Sanne is faire when he with crimſon Crowne, 

And flamming Rubies leaues his Eaſterne bed, 
Faire is Thawmantias in her Chriſtall gowne 
When clowds engemm'd hang azure,greeneand Red, 
ToWeſterne Worlds when wearied Day goes downe, 
And from Heauens windowres each Szarre ſhowes her Hed, 
Exrthsfilentdaughter Night is faire though browne, 
Faire is the Moone though in Lowes liuerie cled. 
TheSpring is faire when it doth paint Aprile, 
Faireare the Meads, the Woods, the Flowdsare faire 
Faire looketh Ceres with her yellow haire, 
And pples-Queene when Roſe-cheekt Shee doth ſmile. 
That Heauen, and Earth,and Seas are fairc is true, 
Yettrue thatall nor pleaſe ſo muchas you, 
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Hey Haire «bout her Eyne, 
| With necke, and breſts ripe Apples to be ſeenc, 


Mt firſt glance of the Morne ; 
In wy on gathering thoſe farſe flowres 


which of her blood were borne, 

1 ſaw, but faintin ſaw my Paramonrs, 
TheGraces naked danc'd about the Place, 

The Windes 4nd Trees amaz'd 

With ſilence on _ _ h 

The flowres ſeemde [myle like thoſe upon hey face, 
fe les Jp Rakes thoſe y os 
That ſhee might read my caſe 

Iwiſhdto be a Hyacinth in Her hand. 


ON. 
Henis ſhe gone? O foole andcoward I! 
O good occaſion loſt,ne're to be found! 
What fatall chaines-haue my dullſenſes bound 
When beſt they may that they ne're Fortune tric ? 
Hereis the fainting Graſſe where ſheedid lie, 
With Roſes here /hee ſtellified the Ground, 
She fix'd Her Eyes on this yer ſmyling Pond, 
Nor Time,nor Place ſeemdeought for to denie, 
Toolong, toolong Reſpet I doe embrace 
Your Counſell full of threats and ſharpe Diſdaine, 
Diſdaine in her ſweet Heart can haveno place, 
And though come there,muſt ſtraight retire againe: 
Henceforth Ref pc fairewell,I oft hearetold 
Who lives in loue can neuer be too bold. 


SON- 
Hat cruell Starre oy this World me brought 
What gloomie Day did dawneto giuvemelight? 
hat vnkind Hand to nurſe me (Orphane) ſought, 
nd would notleaue mein eternall Night? 
What thing ſodeare as] hath ellence bought 2, 
The Elements drie, humid, heauie, light, 
The ſmalleſt lining things which Natwewrought . 
Be fred of Woe ifchey haue ſmall delight. 
Ah onelic I abandon'd to Deſpaire, 
Naild to my torments in Pale Horrours ſhade, 
Like wandfing Clouds ſees allmy Comforts fled, 
Andeuill on euill with Houres my life impaire: 
The Heauens and Fortune which were wont to turne, 
Stayein one Manſion fix't to cauſe me mourne. ' 


| SON- | 
[ yJ= Eye which dai £2 this ſad Monument, 
The ſable Seroule of my Miſhapsto view, 
Though with the mourniug Msſes teares be ſprent, 
And darkelie drawen, which is not fain'd, but true, 
If thou not dazel'd with a Heauenlie Hue, 
And comelie Feature, didſt not yet lament, 
Buthappie liues vnto thy ſelfe content, 
O let not Zoxe thee to his Lawes ſubdue. 
Looke on the woefull Ship-wrack of my Youth, 
And ler my Ruines for a Phare thee ſerue, 
To ſhunne this Rocke Capharean of vntrueth, | 
And ſerueno God which doth his Church-men ſterue, 1 
His Kingdome's but of plaints, his guerdon teares, 
What he giues more is Iealouſies and Feares, 


Othedelightfull "Yn 
' 4 Of you, faire radiant Eine 

Let each Blacke yeeld beneath the ſtarrie Arche; 

Eics burniſhe Heauensof Love, | 

Sinople Lampes of 7oxe, 

Sauethat thoſe Harts which with your Flames yee parche 
Two burning Sunnes you proue, 

All other Eics compard with you deare lights 

BeHells, or if not Hells yet dumpiſh Nights. 

The Heauens [ if we their Glaffe 

The Sea beleaue] be greene, not perfite blew, 

They all make faire what euer faire yet was, 

And They be faire becauſe they looke like you, 


. ON- 
NN rmphes Siſter Nym 5 which haunt this chriſtall Brooke, 


And happie in theſe Floting Bowers abide, 
Where trembling Roofesof Tres From Sunne you hide, 
Which make{Ideall woods in euerie Crooke; 
Whether yee garlands For your lockes prouide, 

Or pearlie letters ſecke in ſandie Booke, 

Or count your Loues when Thetis was a Bride, 

Liftvp your golden heads andon mee looke. 

Read in mine Eyes my agonizing Cares, 

And what yee read recount to her againe: 

Faire Nymphes ſayall theſe ſtreames are but my Teares, 

And if ſhee aske you how they ſweete remaine, 
Tell that the bittreſt teares which Eies can poure, 

When Shed for her doe ceaſe more to be ſowre. 


SON- 
Hee whoſe faire flowersno Antumne makes decay, 
Whoſe Hue Czleſtiall, carthlichues doth ſtaine, 
Intoa pleaſant odoriferous Plaine 
Did walke alone, to braue the prideof Cage. 
And whilſt through flowrie Lifts ſhemade her way, 
Which ſmild about her fight to entertaine, 
Loe, vnawarres where Zozedid hid remaine 
Shee ſpied, and ſought to make of him her pray: 
For.which of golden lockes a faireſt haire 
To binde the Boy ſhee tooke , But heeaffraid 
At her aproch ſprang ſwiftlic inthe Aire, 
And mounting farre from reach lookt backe and ſaid, 
Why ſhouldſt thou [ ſweete } me ſeeke in chaines to binde 
Sith in thy eyes I daylicam confinde. 


_MAD- 

I Weete Roſe whence is this huc 
Which doth all hues excell? 

Whence this moſt fragrant ſmell: 

And whence this forme andgracing grace in you? 

In faire Paeſtanas fields perhaps ye grew, 

Or HyblasHilles youbred, 

Orodoriferons Ennas Plaines you Fed, 

Or T molus, or whereBore yong Adon ſlew, 

Orhath the Queeneofloue you diedofnew 

In that deare Blood, which makes you looke ſo red? 

No, none of thoſe, but Cauſe morehigh you bliſ, 

My Ladies Breſt you bore, and Lips you Kiſt. 
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d « Nth colde werden, Ours, 
: Flowre of the Seaſons, Seaſon of the Flowres, 
| l one "of the Sune ſweet Spring 


Such hote and 7 


Or that now Phoebus keepes his Siſters ſphearc ? 
Or doth ſome PhaGtton 

Enflame the Sea and Aire? 

Or rather is't not vſher of the Teare, 


For that laft T, among thy Flowres alone 


Vnmaſ kt thou ſaw my Faire? 
And whilſt thow on her gaz'4 ſhee did thee burne, 
And in thy Brother Summer doth thee twrne. 


h SON-_. 
F YEare Wood, arid you ſweet ſolitarie Place, 
WhcreI eſtranged from the vulgarliue, 
Contented more with what yout ſhades me giue, 
Then if I hadall Ther#YUoth embrace: 
What ſnakie Eye growne Iealous of my pace, 
Now from your ſilent Horrours would me driuc? 
, When Snne progreſſing in his glorious race 
Beyond the Twirzes,doth neareour Pole arriue. 
What ſwect Delight a quiet life affords, 
And whatitis to be of bondage Free 
Farre from the maddin Worldlings hoarſe diſcords, 
Sweet flowric Place firſt did learne of thee: | 
AhifT were mincowne, yourdeare reſorts 
I yrould not change with Princes fatelie Courts, 


S ON. 
7A H who can ſee thoſe 2 of Paradiſe, 
Celeftiall Cherries which ſo ſweetly ſwell, 
That Sweetneſſeſelfe confinde there ſeemes to dwell, 
Andall thoſe ſweeteſt Parts about deſpiſe. 
Ah who canſee and feele no Flame ſurpriſe 
His hardened Heart? for me alas too well 
I-know their Force, and how they doe excell, 
Now burne I rhrough Deſire, now doel freeze, 
I die (deare Life) vnleſleto me be giuen, 
As many Kifſſesas the Spring hath Flowres, 
Oras the ſiluer drops of 17s Showres, 
Or as theirStarres1n all-embracing Heauen, 
Andifdiſpleaſd ye of the Matche complaine, 
Yeſhall haue leaueto takethem backe againe, 


S ON: 

J5t not enough (ay me) me thus toſee 
Like ſome Heauen-baniſh'd Ghoſt ſtill wailing goe, 

A Shadow which your Rayes doe only ſhow; 

Tovexeme more, vnleſſe yebid me die* 

What could ye worſe allotte vntoyourFoe ? 

Butdie willl, ſo ye will not denie 

That grace to me which mortall Foes euen Trie, 

To chuſe what ſort of Death ſhouldend my woe. 

One time I found while as yee did me kiſle, 

Ye gaue > anting Soule ſo ſweeta touch, 

That halfeI ſownde in midft of all my Bliſſe, 

I doe but crave my Deathes-wound may be ſuch : 

For though by Griefe I dienot and Annoy, 
Is't not enough to die through too much Ioy? 


Og 


But when 


MHMADREALL. 


JJ Nhoppic Light 
Doe not approach tobring the wofull Day, 

Then I muit bid for a INES 

Farewell to Her and hone in endleſſe plight. 

Faire Moone with gentle Beames 

T he ſuzht who nener marres, « 

Long cleare Heanens ſable I ault and you bright Starres 
Tour golden Lockes long Glaſſe in Earths pure ſireames, 
Let Phoebus zexer riſe 

To dimme your watchfull Eyes. 

Prolon ales) prolong my ſhort delight, 

And if yee can make an Eternall Night. 


> TOR 
VyTh Griefe in Hart,and Teares in m_— Eyes,. 
When 1 toher had giuen a ſad Fare-wel], 
Cloſe ſealed with a Kifſe, and Dew which fell 
On my elſe-moiſtned Face from Beaxties Skies. 
So ſtrange Amazement did my Mind ſurpriſe, 
Thatat each PaceI fainting turn'd againe, . 
Like One whom a Torpedoſtupifies, 
Notfecling Honors Bit, nor Reaſons Raine. 
| aw Starres toparte me didconſtraine, 
With backe-caſt Lookes Tboth enui'd andbliff'd, 
The happie Walls and Place did Her coutaine, 
Untill Sights Shafts that lying ObjeQtmiſl'd, 
So Wailing parted Ganamed: the faire, - 
W hen Eagles Talents bore him throughthe Aure- 


SEX TAIN. 


gt gone is —_ and onelie Pleaſure, 
T he laſt of all my ——_— chearefull Sunne 

T hat clear d my lifes darke - Natures ſweet Treaſure, 

<HMoredearc to me then all beneath the Moone, | 

What re#eth now but that upon this Mountaine 


1 weepe,till Heauen transfarne me in a Fountaine 2 


Freſh, faire, deliciows, chriftall, pearlie Fountaine, 
On whoſe ſmoth face to looke ſhe oft tooke Pleaſure, 
Tell me ( ſo may thy fireames long chearethis Mountaine, 
So ſerpent ne're thee ſlaine nor de the Sune, 
So may withwatrie beames thee kifſe the Moone) 
Doeſt thou not wourne to wantſo fairea Treaſure? 


While ſhe her glaſſ din thee rich Tagus Treaſure, 
T hou needed not enuy,nor yet the Fountain 
Inwhich that Hunter ſaw the naked Moone, 
Abſence hath rob d thee of thy Wealth and Pleaſure, 
And I remaine like Marigold of Sune 
Depriu'd, that dies by ſhadow of ſome Mountaine. 


Nymphesof the Forrefts, Nymphes who on this Mountaing 
Are wont to dance, ſhewing your Beauties Treaſure 
T 0 Goate-feeze Syluans,and the wondring Sune, 
When as you gather flowres aber thisFountincy. 
Bid her farewell who placed here her Pleaſure, 
And ſing her praiſes to the ſtares and Moone. 


Among the leſſer lights as is the Moone, : 
Bluſhing through ſcarfe of clouds on Latmos Mountaine, © 
Or 


or when her filuer _— lookes for Pleaſure 
Is Thetis ſtreames, prowd of ſo gay a Treaſure, 
Such was my Faire when Shee ſate by this Fountaine 


With other Nymphes to ſhunneghe amprous Sunn. 


As is onr Earth in abſence of the Fune, 
0r when f Sune deprived i zheMoone, 
As is without 4 verdant ſhade « Fountaine, 
Or wanting zrafſe,a Mead, 4 Yale, «Mountaine, 
Such is my ſtate bereft of my deare Treaſure, 
To know whoſe onely worth was all my Pleaſure, 


Nedre thinke of Pleaſure Hart, Eyes ſhunethe Sune, 
Teares be your Treaſure,which the wandring Moone, 


Shall ſee you ſhed by Mountaine Y aile,ard Fountaine, 


SON: 
7Indow er Nach Grned fora Spheare = 
To thatdearePlanet ofmy heart, whoſe light 
Made often bluſh the glorious Queeneof Night, 
While Shee in thee morebeautious did appeare, 
What mourning weeds (alas) now doeſt thou weare? 
How loathſome to my eyes is thy ſad ſight ? 
How poorely lookes thou, with what heauie cheare,! | 
Since ſetsthat Sunne which made thee ſhine ſo bright, 
Vnhappie now thee cloſe, for as of late 
To wondring Eyes thou was a Paradiſe, 
Bereftof her who made thee fortunate, ; 
A Gulfethouart whence clouds of fighes ariſc: 4 
But vnto none ſo noyſomeas tome, _ | 4 
Who hougrclic ſeesgmy murthered Ioyes in thee, 


| 


4 


| | _ SON- 
He” many times Nights ſilent :Qutene her face 
Hath hidde, how oft with Starres in filuer Maske, 
In Heauens great Hall, ſhe hath begunne her Taske, 
Andchear'd the waking Eye in lower Place- 


How oft the Sunne hath made by Heauensſwift Race 
" The happic Louer to forſake the Breſt 


Of his deare Lady, wiſhing in the Weſt 

His Golden Coach to runne had larger Space, 

I ever count and tell ſince I alas 

Did bidde Farewell to my Harts deareſt Gueſt, 

The Miles I number, and in Mindel chaſle 

The Floodesand Mountaines hold me from my Reſt. 
But woe is me, long countand count may I, 
EreIſfce Her whoſe Abſencemakes medie. 


SON: 
OF Death ſometell, ſome of the cruell Pain} 
Whichthatbad Craft{-man in his Worke did trie, ' 
When [a new Monſter ] Elames once did conſtraine = 
A humane Corps to yeeldabrutiſh Crie. 
Sometell of thoſe in —_ Beds who lie, - 
Becauſethey durſt in the Phlegrean Plaine 
The mightic Rulers of the Skie defie, 
And fiege thoſe chryſtall Towres which allcontaine, 
An other countes of Phlegethons hote'Floods 
The Soules which drinke, 7xiens endleſle ſmart, 
Andhis ro whoma Vulture cates the Hart, 
Onetelles of Speersin enchanted Woods: 
Of all thoſe Paines th'extreameſt who would prouc, 
Let him be abſent and but burne in Loue. 


7 SON: 
| Fs precious haire wid ade hand didſtraine , 
Partof the Wreath of gold that crownes thoſe browes, 

Which Winters whiteſt white in whiteneſle ſtaine, 
And lillie by Eridans banke thatgrowes. 
Haire ['fatall preſent) which firſt cauſde my woes 
When looſe yee hanglike Danaes golden Raine, 
Sweet Nets which ſweetlie doe all hearts enchaine. 
Strings deadly ſtrings with which Lowe bends his bowes. 
How are yee hither come tell me O haire? 
Deare Armelet for whatthus wereyee giuen? 
I know a badge of bondagel you weare, 
Yet haire for you O thatI werea Heazer! 

Like Berentces Locke that yee might ſhine, 

(Butbrighter farre) about this Arme of mine. 


=  , oo 
AR theſe the lowric bankes? is this the Mead 
Where ſhewas wont to paſſe the pleaſant howres ? 

Was't here her Eyes exhalld mine eyes faltſhowres, 
And on her lap did lay my wearied Head? 
Is this the goodlic Elme vs did o'reſpread, 
Whoſe tender Rine cut forth in curious flowres p- 
By that white hand containes thoſe flames of Ours? 
Is this the murmuring Spring vs muſicke made? 
Dcflourifſht Meade whereis your heauenlie hue? 
And Bankethat Arras did you late adorne, 
How looke ye Elme all withered and forlorne ? 
Onely ſweet Spring noughtaltered ſeemes In you. 

it while here chang'deach other thing appeares, 
To ſoure your ſtreames take of mine Eies theſe tearcs. 


- SON. ; 
A oe hereſhce ſtay'd, among theſe Pines 
Sweet Hermitreſſe did all alone repaire, . 

Here did ſhee ſpred the Treaſure of her Haire, 
More rich then that broght from the Co/chian Mines. 
Shee (et her by theſe musket Eglantines, 
The happic flowres ſceme yet the print to beare, 
Her voice did (weeten here thy fugred lines, | 
To which Windes, Trees, Beaſts, Birdes didlend their Eare, 
Me here hee firſt perceau'd, and herea Morne 
Of bright Carnations did oreſpred her Face; 
Here did ſhee ſigh, here firſt my Hopes were borne, 
Andl firſt got a Pledgeof promiſ d Grace: 

But 4h what ſerues't to haue beene made happpie ſo ? 

Sith paſſed Pleaſures double butnew woe, 


P Lace me where angric Titan burnes the More, 
And thuſtie Africke fierie Monſters brings, 
Or where the new-borne Phenix ſpreds her Wings 
And troupes of wondring Birds her flight adore, 
Place me by Garnze or Indes empampred ſhore, 
Where ſmyling Heauens on Earth cauſe double Springs, 
Place me where Neptunes Quire of Syrens (ings, 
Or where made hoarle through Cold he leaues to roare. 
Me place where Fortune doth her Darlings Crowne, 
A Wonder ora jþarke in Ennies Eye, 
Or late outragious Fates vpon me frowne, 
And Pztie wailing ſee diſaſtred Mee, 
Aﬀections print my minde ſodeepedoth proue, 
I may forget my Selfe,; but not my Loue. 


 _MAD- 

| TE He Yuorie, Corrall, Gold, D 

Of breſt, of lips, of haire, 
So linelie Sleep doth ſhow to inward ſieht, 
That wake 1 thinke I hold 
No Shadow , but my Faire : 
My ſelfe ſo to deceaue . 
With long-ſhoot Eyes I ſhunne the irkeſome Light. 
Such pleaſure thus I haue 
Delighting in falſe gleames, 
If Death Sleepes Brother be, 
And Soules relieud of ſenſe hane ſo ſweete Dreames, 
That I would wiſh me ſo to dreame and die. 


N- 
| Ped who with golden pennes abroad doth range 
Where PhebusJeaues the Night or brings the Day, 
Fame inone place who reſtleſle doeſt not ſtay 
| Tillthou haſt lowne from Atlas vnto Gange, 
Fame Enemie to Time that ſtill doth change, 
Andin his changing Courſe would make decay 
All here below he findeth in his way, | 
Euen making Yertxe to her ſelfe looke ſtrange. 
Daughter of Heauen; Nowallthy Trumpets ſound, 
Raiſe vp thy Head vnto the higheſt Skie, 
With wonder blaze the gifts 1n herarefound, 
| And when ſheefrom this mortall Globe ſhallflie, 
| In thy wide Mouth keepe long, long keepe her Name, 
So thou by Her, ſhee by thee liue ſhall Fame. 


THE SECOND 


PAR T: 


F mortall Glorie O Soone darkned Raye! 
()-> winged Ioyes of Man more fwift then Winde ! 
O fond Deſires which in our fancies ſtraye! 
O traitrous Hopes which doe our Iudgments blinde ! 
Loe, ina Flaſh that Light is went away 
Which dazell did each Eye, delight each Minde, 
And with that Sunnefrom whence it came canbinde 
Now makes more radiant Heauens eternall Daye. 
Let Beautie now be blubbred Cheekes with Tearcs, 
Let widow'd Muſicke onely roare and grone, 
Poore Vertue get thee Wings and mount the Spheares 
For dwelling place on Earth for thee isnone: 
Death hath thy Temple raz'd, Loves Empire foild, 
The World of Honour, Worth, and Sweetneſle ſpoild. 


—_ 

- Hoſe Eyes, thoſe ſparkling Saphires of Delight, 
Which thouſand thouſand Hearts did ſet on Fire, 

Of which thatEie of Heauen which brings the light 

OftTcalous, ſtayed amaz'dthem to admire, 

That living Snow, thoſecrimſin Roſes bright, 

Thoſe Pearles, thoſc Rubies which did kindle Deſire, 

Thoſe Lockes of Gold, thatPurple faire of Tyre, 

Are wrapt [aye me! ] vp in eternall Night. 

What haſt thou more to vauntof wretched World 

Sith Shee who curſed thee made bliſt is gone? 

Thy cuer-burning Lampes, Rounds Euer-whorld 

Can not vnto thee modell ſuch a One: 

Orif they would ſuch Beautie bring on Earth 

They ſhould beforc'd againe to make herbreath. 


Pn OY SG, 4c - 


SON- 
O Fate conjurd to poure your worſt on me 
Origorous Rigour which doth all confound! + 

With cruell Hands yee haue cut downethe Tree 

Andfruitand flowriſh ſcattred on the Ground. 

Alitle ſpace of Earth my Louedoth bound, 

That Beautie which did raiſe itto the Skie 

Turn d in diſdained Duſt now low doth lie, 

Deafeto my plaints, and ſenſeleſſeofmy wound. 

Ah did I live forthis, 4! didTI loue? 

And was't for this (fierce powers) ſhee did excell? 

That ere ſhee wellthe Sweets of life did proue 

Shee ſhould (too dearea gueſt) with Horrour dwell 2 
Weake influence of Heauen ! what faire is wrought 
Falls inthe prime and paſſeth likea Thought. 


PTE 
'0 Wofull life ! life, no, bur liuing Death, 
Fraile Boat of Chriſtall in a rockieSea, 

A Sport cxpoſde to Fortunes ſtormie breath, 
Which kept with paine with Terrour doth decay : 
Thefalſe Delights, true Woes thou docſt bequeath 
My all-appalled Minde ſo doe affraye, 
That I thoſe enuic who are laid inEarth, 
Andpittie ſuch ſhould runne thy dreadfull waye. 
When did mine Eyes behold one chearefull Morne? 
When had my toſlcd Soule one Night of reſt? 
When did not angrie Sarres my Deſignes ſcorne? 
O!now I finde for, Mortalls what is beſt: | 

Euen, fith our voyage ſhamefull is and ſhorr, 

Soone to ſtricke Saile, and pcriſh in the Port. 


- 


x _ 

Mz Eies difſolue your Globes in brinic Streames, 

And with a cloud of Sorrow dimme your ſight, 
The Sunnes bright Suze is ſet, of late whoſe Beames 
Gauelufter to your Day, Day to your Night. 
My Voice now deaue the Earth with Anatheames, 
Rore foortha chalengein the Worlds deſpight, 
Tell that diſguiſed Griefe is her delight, 
That Life a Slomber is of fearefull Dreames, 
And woefull Minde abhorre to thinke of Toy, 
My Senſes all from comforts all you hide, 
Accept no objec but of blacke Annoy, 


[waa 1 nee a. Weeds, Graues $2Ping wide 


I haue nought leftto wiſh; my Hopes are dea 
Andall with her beneath a Marble laid. 


SON: 
QlWeet Soule which in the Aprile of thy yeares 
For toenrich the Heauen mad'ſt poore this Round, 
And now with flamming Rayes of Glorie crownd 
Moft bleſt abides abouethe Spheare of Spheares; 
If Heauenlice Lawes alas haue not thee bound 
From looking to this Globe that all vpbeares, 
Tf rueth and pittie there.aboue be found, 
O daigneto lend alooke vntotheſe Teares. 
Doe notdiſdaine (deare Ghoſt)this ſacrifice, 
Andthough I raiſe not pillarsto thy Praiſe 
My offrings take, let this for me ſuffice, 
My Heart a /iuing PyramiatI raiſe: : 
And whilſt Kings Tombes with Lawrells flowriſh gree 
Thin ſhall with Mirtles and theſe flowres be ſeene. 


| 


SON- 
QWeet Spring thou turnes withall thy goodlie traine, 
Thy Head with Flames, thy Mantle bright with Flowres, 
The Zephires curle the =_— Lockes of thePlaine, 
The Clouds for joy in Pearles weepe downetheir Showres. 
Thou turnes ſweet Youth; but 44 my pleaſant Houres 
And happie Dayes with thee come not againe, 
The ſad Memorialls onelie of my paine 
Doe with thee turne,which turne my Sweets in Sowres. 
Thouart the Same which till thou was before 
Delicious, wanton , amiable, faire, 
But ſhee whoſe Breath embaulm'd thy wholeſome Aire 
de Is gone ; Nor Gold, nor Gemmes her can reſtore, 
—_— Vertue Seaſons goe and come 
When thine forgot lie cloſed in a Tombe. 


; SON- ? 
VV dothit ſerueto ſee Sunnes burning Face? 
AndSkies enembl'd with both the 1ndies Gold? 
Or Mooneat Night in jeattie Charriotroll'd, 
Andall the Glorieof that ſtarrie Place? 
What doth it ſerue Earths Beautieto behold 2 
The Mountaines pride ,the Meadowes flowriegrace, 
The ftatelie comelineſſe of Forreſts old, 
| TheSport of Flouds which would themſelues embrace? 
What doth it ſerue to heare the SyluansSongs, 
The wanton Merle,the Nightingalls ſad ſtraines 
Which in darke ſhades ſeemes to deplore myWrongs? 
| For what doth ſcrueall that this World containes? 
7 Sith ſhee for whom thoſe once to me were deare 
Can haue no part = now with me heere, 


| ) 


MADRIGATL. 
"1 His Life which ſeemes ſo faire, 

| ® 15 Likea Bubble blowen vpin the Aire, 

By ſporting childrens Breath, 

Who chaſe iteuery where, 

Andſtriuewho can moſt motion it bequeath. 
And thoughit ſometime ſeeme of its owne might 
Like to an Eie of gold to be fix'd there 

And firme to houer in that emptie hight, 

That onlie is becauſe it is fo Light. 

But in that Pompe it doth not long appeare; 

For when it moſt admir'd is, in a thought 

Becauſe itearſt was nought it turnes to nought,. 


S ON- 

MY Lutebeas thou was when thou did grow 

With thy greene Mother in ſome ſhadie Grove, 
When imme odibus Winds but made thee moue, 
And B:rds their ramage on thee did beſtow. 
Sith that deare voice which did thy ſounds approue, 
Which wont in ſuch harmonious Staines to low, © 
Is reft from Earth to tunc thoſe ſpheares aboue, 
What art thou but a Harbenger of woe? 
Thy pleaſing Notes be pleaſing Notes no more, 
But Orphane wailings to the fainting Eare, 
Each Stroke gſigh, each Souud drawes forth a Teare, 
For whic ilent as in woods before: 
Or if that any hand to touch thee daigne, 
Like widow'd Turtle till her loſſe complaine. 


SO N- 


A? Napkin, ominoys preſent ofmy Deare, 
Gift miſerable, which doth now remaine 
Theonly Guerdon of my helpeleſſe Paine 
When | thee got thou ſhewſt my State toleare, A 
Incuer ſince haue ceaſed to complaine, 
Since, I the Badge of Griefe did euer weare, 
Toy in my Face durſtneuer finceappeare, 
Care was the Food which did meentertaine. 
But ſith thou mine art (Napker ) doe notgrieue, 
That I this Tribute pay thee from mineEine, 
And thatI ( this ſhort TimeIamto liue ) 
Laundre thy filken Figures inthis Brine : 
No, I muſt yet euen beg of thee the Grace, 
In Grauethat thou wouldl(t daigne to ſhroud my Face. 


M A D- 


F- Rees happier farre then T, 
Which haue the Grace to heaue your Headſlo hie, 
And ouer-looke thoſe Plaines : 

Grow till your Branches kiſſe that lofty Skie 
Which her (ſweetHet ) containes. 

There make her know mine endlefle Loue, and Paines, 
And how theſe Teares which from mine Eyes doe fall, 
Helpt you to riſe ſo Tall : 

Hertell, as oncel for her ſake lou'd Breath, 
So for her ſake I now court lingring Death, 


SONG. 


Ad Damon being come, 

W 0 that for ener Lamentable T ombe, 
Which OO Powers that all controule, 
Vnto his liuine Soule 

A melancholie priſon had preſcriu'd: 

Of Hue , of Heate , of motion deprinu'd , 

In Armes weake , Fainting , Cold, 

A Marble , he the Marble did infold: 

And hauing warme it made with many a ſhowre 

wag — Eies did pore, "TR 

When Griefe had ginen him leaue , and fiehs them ſtayd. 

Thus het ſad To if he ſaid. fs P94 

Who would hane thought to mee 

The place where thou did lie could grienous be? 

nd that ( deare bodie) Long thee haning ſought, 

(0 me ! ) who would haue thought 

T hee once to finde it ſhould my Soule confound, 

And giue my Hart then death a deeper wound: 

Thou did difdaine my Teares, 

But grieue not that this ruthfull Stone them beares, 

Mine Eres for nothing ſerue but thee to weepe, 

Ln let their courſe them keepe, | 

Although thow nener wouldſt them comfort ſhow, 

Doe not repine T hey haut Part of thy woe. | 

Ah wretch ! to late 1 finde 

How Vertues glorious Titles proue but winde, 

For if ſhee anay could releafe from Death, 

Thos yet enioy'd hadft Breath: | 

For if e cre appeard to mortall Eine, | 

It was #n thy faire ſhape that ſhee was ſcene. 

But O! if I was made 

Fer thee, with thee why 10 am I not dead? 


Why 'doe 0#1r ag10us Fates which dimm#d thy fight; 

Let mee ſee hatefull light? { 

They with out mee made Death ud ferrie 

Tyrants ( perhaps ) that they might kill me twice; 
O Griefe ! And could one Daye ; 

Hane force ſuch excellence to take away? 

Could a ſwift - flying Moment ah deface, 

Thoſe matchleſſe gifts , that Grace, 

Which Art, pn 9 ran had in AY 

To make thy Body paragone thy Minae? 

Hath all Upa hea p a? 7 a 

nd doth eternall Silence now them ſhroud? 

Is what ſo much admird was nought bus Duſt, 

Of which a Stone hath Truſt? 

O change ! O cruell change thou to our ſight 

Shows Deſtines Rigour equall doth their Might! 
When thou from earth did paſſe 

( Sweet Nymphe) Perfettions Mirrour broken was, 

nd this of late ſo glorious World of ours, 

Like Medow without Flowreg, 

Or Ring of a rich Gemme made blinde appear d, 

Or Night by Starre nor Cynthia nather cleard, 

Loue when hee ſaw thee die 

Entomb'd him in thee lid of either Fre, 

nd left his Torch within thy (acred Vrne 

There for a Lampe to burne : 

Worth , Honour , Pleaſure with thy life expir d, 

| Death ſince growne ſweete begins t0 be deſird. 
Whilſt thou to vs was ginen 

The Earth her Venus had as well :s Heauen: 

N4y, and her Sunne which burnt as many Harts, 

As he doth "_— parts ; 

Brieht Sunne whi 

Benighted, ſet into 4 Sea of Teares. 
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ch forc'd to leane theſe Hemiſpheares, 


Ah Dea2h who ſhall thee flie, | 
"Sith the moſt worthie be orethrowne by thee? 

F pu ors the Ranens and Niehtingalls doth kill, 
And triumphs at thy will: 

But gine thou can not ſuch an other Blow 

Becauſe Erth can not one like her thee ſhow. 

O Bitter ſweets of Loue 

How better Is't at all you not to prone, 

Nox when wee doe your pleaſures moſt poſſeſſe , 

To finde them has: _ tho Fe 

0! That the cauſe which doth conſume our toy 
Remembrance of it to would to deſtroy ! 

What doth this life beſtow 

But Flowres on Thornes which grow? 

Whichthough they ſome time blandiſhing delizhte, 

Tet afterwards vs ſmyte: | 

And if the riſing Sunne them faire doth ſee, 

'T hat Planet ſetting , toobeholds them die. 

This world is made a Hell | 

Depriu'd of all that in it did excell. 

O Pan Pan Winter is fallen in our Maye, 
Turn'd is in Night our Daye, 

Forſake rhy Pipe 4 Scepter take to thee, 

Thy lockes difearland thou blacke Toue ſhall be. . 
The Flocks oe leaue the Meads, 

And lothing three leau'd Graſſe hold up their Heads, 
"The Streames not glide now with a gentle Rore, 

Nor Birds ſing as before, 

it ws with clouds like Murners vaild in blacke, 
And Owles on Caban Roofes for tell our wracke, 

That Lephire enerie yeare 

So foone was heard3o ſigh in Forreſts heere, 
It was for her: that wrapt in Gownes of Greene, 
Meads were ſo earely ſeenc; 


. That in the ſaddeſt Months oft ſong the Mearles, 

It was for Her : for Her Trees dropt forth pearles. 

That proud, and ſtatelie Courts 

Did enuie theſe our Shades and calme Reſorts, 

It was for Her : and Shee is gone, O woe! 

Woods cut againe doe orilp, 

Bude doth the Roſe, and Dazie , winter done, 

But wee once dead doe no more ſee thee Sunne, 
Whoſe Name ſhall now make ring 

The Ecchoes? of whom ſhall the Nymphertes ſing? 

Woſe heanenlie voice , whoſe Soule-inuading Straines, . 

Shall fill with Toy the plaines? 

What Haire , wat Eies can make the Morne in Eaſt, 

Weepe that a fairer _— in the weſt?” 

Faire Sunne poite Fill away,. 

No cMuſicke heere is-left th Courſe to ſtay. 

Sweete Hybla Swarmes with Wormewood fill your Bowres, . 

Gone ts the flowre of Flowres- 

Bluſhe no more wl, nor Lillie paile rehhaine, 

Dead is that Beautie which yours late did (taine- 
Ay mee 70 waile my Plight | 

Why haue not I as many Etes 4s _ 

Or as that wy pc which Toues love did keepe, 

That I ſtill ftill may weepe * 

But thangh I had, my Teares vnto my croſſe 

Were not yet equall, nor Griefe to.'my loſſe. 

Tet of you brinie Showres 

Which I herepoure , may pring as many flowrs, 

As come of thoſe which fell from Helens Eies, 

And when yee doe ariſe 

May euery Leafe in ſable letters beare- 

The Dolefull Cauſe for which yee ſpring-vp here, . 


M A D- 


yh He Beautic and the Life 

Of Lifes and Beauties faireſt Paragon, 

(O Teares ! O Griefe ! ) hang at a feable Thread, 
Towhich pale Arxoyos had ſet her Knife, 

The Soule with many a Gbne . 
Hadlefteach outward Part, A 
Andnow did take his laſt Leaucof the Hart; 
Noughtelſe did want ſave Death for to be dead : 
When theafflited Band about her Bed 

Secing ſo faire him come in Lips, Cheekes, Eyes, 
Cried «+! and can Death enter Paradiſe. 


SON:- 


O: Itisnot tomebright Lampe of Day, 

That intheEaſtthou ſhowes thy golden Face, 
O! it is not to methouleaues that Sea, 

Andin thoſe azure Liſts begins thy Race. 

Thou ſhines not to the Dead inany Place, 
AndIdeadfrem this World am paſtaway, 

OrifI ſeeme ( a Shadowy) yetto ſtay, 

It isa while but to bew@e my Caſe, 

My Mirth is loſt, my Comforts are diſmayd, 
Andvnto ſad Miſhaps their Place doe yeeld, 

My Knowledgedoth reſemblea bloody Field, 
Where Imy Hopesand helpes ſee proſtrate layd, 
So plaintfull is Lifes Courſe which I haue runne, 
That I doe wiſh it neuer had begunne. 


MAD: 

in Eare _— the eaſe of KD 

Vntroubled Seate of Peace 
Times eldeſt Childe which oft the blinde doe ſee, 
On this our Hemiſpeare 
What makes theenow. ſo ſadlie darke to be? 
Comes thou in funcrall Pompe her Graue tograce? 
Or do thoſe Starres whichſhould thy horror cleare, 
In 7oves high Hall aduiſe, - 
In whatPart of the ſkies, 
With them , or Cynthia ſhee ſhallappeare? 
Or (ahalas) becauſe thoſe matecheleſſecies, 
Which ſhone ſo faire, below thou doeſt not finde, 
Striues thou to makeall others Eics looke blinde? 


. SO N: ; 
Jth it hath pleaſd thatFirſt and ſupreme Faire 
To take that Beautie to himſelfc againe, 

Which in this world of ſenſenot to remaine, 

But to amaze was ſent, and home repaire; 

The Loue whichtothat BeautieI did beare 

Made Pure ofmortall ſpots which did ir ſtaine, 
And endleſſe, which euen Death cannot impare, 

I place on him who willit not diſdaine, 

No ſhining Eics, no Lockesof curling gold, 

No bluſhing Roſes on a virgine Face, 

No outward Show, no, nor no inward Grace, 
Shall Force hereafter haue my thoughts to hold: 
Loue here on Earth hudgeſtormes of care do toſle 
But Plac'd aboue eximed is from loſſe. 
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| G. 
F Autumne wes, FR. - = Hemiſpheare 
Faire Ericinfſe began bright to appeare, 

Night Wei#-ward did her gemmie World decline, 
And hite her Lights, that greater Light might ſhine: 
The creſted Bird Jad ginen Alarum twiſe 
| Tolazie Mortalls to nlocke their Eyes, 
The Owle had left toplame, and fromeach Thorne 

} The _—_ Muſicians did ſalute the Morne, 
/ Who (while She glaſſ*d her Lockes in Ganges Streames ) 
Set open wide the chryFall Port of Dreames: 

When I, whoſe Eyes no drouſie Night couldcloſe, 

In Sleepes ſoft armes did quietly repoſe, 

Ana,for that Heauens to die me did denie, 

Deaths Image kiſſed, and as dead did lie. 

I lay as dou the ſcarſe charm'd were my Caves, 

And ſlaked ſcarce my Sighs, ſcarce dried my Teares, 
Sleepe ſcarce the nin Figures of the Day 

Had with his ſable Pincell put away, 

And left mein a {a and calmie Mood, 

When by my Bed(me thought ) aVirgineftood, 
A Virgine inthe blooming of her Prime, 
If ſuch rare Beautie meaſur dbe by Time, 
Her Head a Garland weare of Opalls bright, 

About her flow'd a Gowne like pure#t Light, 
Deare amber Lockes gane Vmbrage to her Face, 
Where Modeſtie high CMaie#ie 1a grace, 
Her Eyes ſuch Beames ſent foorth, that but with Paine 
Here weaker Sights their " gon —_— aine. 
No faigned Dettie which haunts the Woods 
Is like to Her, nor Syrene of the Floods : 
Such is the Golden Planet of the Yeare, 
' Whenbluſhing inthe Eaſt be doth appeare. 
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Hey Grace did beautic, Voyce yet Grace did paſſe, 
Which thus through Pearles and Rubies broken was. 
How lone wilt thou(ſaid She) eſtrang'd from Joy, 

Paint Shadowes to thy (elfe lis þ Annoy? 
How long thy Mind with horrid Shapes affright, 
CLnd in imaginaric Evills ddight ? 
Efteeme that Loſſewhich (well whenview'd) is Gaine, 
Or if a Lofſe, yet not a Loſſe to plaine © 
0 leaue _ plaintfull Soule more to mole#t, 
And thinke that Woe when ſhorted, then is beſt. 
If S hee for whom thou thus doſt deaue the Skie 
Bedead? What then * was She not borne 10 die? 
Was She not mortall borne ? if thou doeft grieue 
That Times ſhould be in which She ſhould not line, 
Ere m—_ was, weepe that Dayes wheele was roll'd, 
Weepe that ſhe liu'd not in the Age of Gold. 
For that ſhe was not then,thou mayſt deplore 
As well as that ſhe now can beno moye. 
If only fhe had died,thou ſure hadſt Cauſe 
To blame the Deſtines and their irone Lawes: 
But looke how many Millions her aduance, 
What numbers with Her enter in this Dance, 
With thoſe which are to come: ſhall Heauens them ſlay, 
And Alls faire Order breake thee to obey ? 
As Birth, Death which ſo much thee dnh appall, 
A Piece is of the Life of this great All. 
Strong Citties die, die doe highpalmie Raignes, 
nd fondling thou thas ”, treat complaines, 

If ſhe be dead, then ſhe of lothſome Dayes 
Hath paſſ*d the Line, whoſe Length but Loſſe bewrayes, 
Then ſhe hath left this filthie Stage of Care 
Where Pleaſure ſeldome, Woe doth ſtill repaire. 


For all the Pleaſures which it imtertaine 

Not contrenaile the PR Minnts patne. 

Andtell me, thouwho doeſt ſomuch admire 

This little Vapour, Recke, this —_ or Fire, 

Which Life #s calf d, what doth it thee bequeath 

But ſome few yeares which Birth drawes out toDeath: 

Which if thou Paragone with Luſters runne, 

And them whoſe Carrier is but now bequnne, 

In Dayes great Y afte they ſhall farre leſſe appeare, 

Then with the Sea when matchedisaTeare. 

But why wouldft thou her longer wiſhtobe ? 

one Teare doth ſerge all Natures Pompe to ſee, 

Nay, enen one Day,and Night:this Moone, that Sunne, 

Thoſe leſſer Fires about this Round which runnt, 

Be but the ſame which under Saturnes Raigne, 

Did the ſerpenting Seaſons interchaine, 

How oft doth Life grow leſſe by lining long ? 

And what ancatied tes what dieth Jorg? 
For Age which all abhorre (yet mouldembrace) 
Whiles makes the Mind as wrinckled as the Face. 
And when that Deſtines doe conſpire with Worth, 
That Yeares notGlorie wrong Life _ oes forth. 
Then leaue Laments, and thinke thou didſt not line 
Lawes tothat Pat's eternall Cauſe to gine, 

But to obey thoſe Lawes which he hath giuen, 

And bow wnto the inſt decrees of Heauen, 

Which cannot erre, what ency foggie Miſts 

Doe blinde men in theſe ſublunarie Liſts. 

But what if ſhe for whom thow ſpends thoſe Grones, 
And waſtes thy Lifes deare Torch in rmthful Mones 
She for whoſe ſake thou hates theioyfull Light, 
Courts ſolitarie Shades and irkeſome Night, 


Doth live? ah! (if thou canſt) through T eaves « 6s 2 
Lift thy dimm'd fb and N08 vpon this Fuel m 
Looke if thoſe E =_ which (foole) thou didſt adore, 
. Shine not more bright than they were wont before, 
Looke if thoſe Roſes Death could Ought impaire 
Thoſe 2 which thou once ſaid m_ faire, 
And if theſe Lockes haue loſt ought of that Gold 
Which ear#t they had when thou them didſt behold, 
1 line, and heppie line, but thou art dead, 
And ſtill ſhalt be, till thoube like me made, 
Alas while we are wrapt in Gownes of Earth, 
And blind here ſucke the Aire of Woe beneath, 
Each thing in Senſes Ballances we wie, 
And but with toyle, and Paine the truth deſcric, 
Abone this vaſte and admirable Frame, 
This Temple viſible, which Forld wename, 
Within whoſe Walls ſo many Lamps doe burnt, 
So many Arches oppoſite doe turne, 
Where the Elementall Brothemnourſe their ſtrife, / \ 
And by inteftine Warres maintame their Life: 
There is a World, aWorldof perfet# Bliſſe, 
Pare, immateriall, bright, more farre from this, 
T han that high Circle which the reft enſpheares 
Is from this dull, ienoble Y ale of T cares. 
A World where all is foand, that here is found, 
But farder diſorepantthan Heauen and Ground: 
It hath an Earth, as hath this World of yours, 
With Creatures peopled, &renamll d with Flowres, 
It hatha'Sea, like Saphire Girdle ca# 
Which decks of the harmonious Shores the V'Vaſte, 
It hath pure Fire, it hath delicious Aire, 
Moone, Sunne,andStarves, Heanenswonderfully fan, 
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But there, Flowres doe not fade, Trees erow not old, 
The Creatures doe not die through heat or cold, 

Sea there not toſſed is, nor Aire made blacke, 

Fire doth not nourſe it ſelfe on others Wracke: 

T here, Hecuens be not conſtrain'd about to ranee, 
For this World hath not need of any Change : 

The Minuts grow not Houres, Hourcs riſe not Dayes, 
Dayes make no Months but eucr-blooming Mayes. 

Here I remaine, and hitherward dot tend, 

AU who their Span of Dayes in Vertue ſpend, 
What ener Pleaſant this low Place containes 

Is but a Glance of what aboue remaines. 

T hoſe who (perchance) thinke there can nothing be 
W:thout this wide Expanſion which they ſee, 

And that _— elſe mounts Starres Circumference, 
For that noueht elſc'is ſubieft to their ſenſe, 

Feele ſuch a Caſe, as one whom ſome Abiſme 

Of the depth Ocean kept had all his Time : 

Who borne, and __ there, cannot beliue 

That elſe-where Ought without thoſe waues can lint: 
Can not beleene that there be Temples, Towres, 
Which goe beyond his Canes and dampiſh Bowres: 

Or there be other People, Maners, Lawes, 

T han them he finds within the churliſh Wanes: 

That ſweeter Flowres doe ſpring, than grow on Rocks, 
Or Beaſts be which excell the skahie Flocks, 

That other Elements be to be found 

Than is the Water and this Ball of Ground. 

But thinke that Man from fe Abiſmes were brought, 
And ſaw what curious Nature here hath wrought, 
Did ſee the Meads, the tall and ſhadie Woods, 
The Hills did fee, the cleare and ambling Floods, 
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The diuerſe Shapes of Beafts which Kinds foorth bring, 


The feathred Troupes that flie, and ſweetly ſing: 

Did ſee the Palaces, the Cities faire, 

Mens Faſhion of Life, the Fire, the Aire, 

The brightnes of the Sunne that dimmes his Sight, 

The Moone, the gaftly Splenders of the Night: 

what uncouth rapture would his Mind ſurpriſe? 

How would he his late-deare Reſort = j et 

How would he muſe how fooliſh he had beene, 

To thinke Nonght be but what he there had ſeent* 

Why did we get this high and vaite Deſire 

Into immortall things ſtill to aſpire? 

Why doth our Mind extend it beyond Time, 

And to that higheſt Happinefle exen olimer 

If wee be Nought but what to Senſe wee ſeeme, 

4nd Duſt, as moſt of Worldlings vs eteeme? 

We be not made for Earth, though here we come, 

More than the Embryon for the Mothers Wombe: 

It weepes to be made free, and we complaine 

To leane this lothſome Iayle of Care and Paine. 
| But thouwho vulgare foot-Feps doſt not trace 

Larne to raiſe vp thy mind unto this Place, 

4nd what Earth-creeping Mortalls moi affet?, 

If ut at all to ſcorne, yet to-neglet#: 

0 chaſe not Shadowes vaine, which when obtaind, 

Were better loſſ d than with ſuch trauellgain'd, 


Thinke that, on Earth which Humanes Greatnelle call, 


li but a glorious Title to line thrall: 
That Scepters, Diadems, and Chaires of State, 

Notin themſeclues butto ſmall Minds are great: 
How thoſe who loftiefſt mount doe hardeſt light, 
And deepeſt Falls be fromthe higheſt Hight: 


How Fame 4«n Ecchois, how all Renowne 

Like to a blaſted Roſe,ere Night falls downe: ** 

And though it (ome thing were, thinke how this Reund 

Is but 4 litle Point, which dothit bound. | 

O leaue that Lone which reacheth but to Duſt, 

And in that Loue Eternall only truſt, 

And Beautic, which when once it is poſſeſt 

Can only fill the Soule and make it bleſt, 

Pale Enuie, tealgus Emulations, Frares, 

Sighs, Plaints, Remorſe, here haue no Place nor Teares, 

Falſe Ioyes, vaine Hopes, here be not, Hatenor Wrath, 

What ends all Loue here mo# augments it Death, 

If ſuch Force had the dimme Glance of an Eye, 

Which (ome few Dayes thereafter was to die, 

T hat it could make thee leane all other things, 

Avdlike the T 1/5 there burne thy Wines * 

And if a voyce, of late which could but m_ , 

Sach Power had as through Eares thy Soule to fteale © 

If once thou on that only Faire conldft gaFe, 

What Flames of Lowe wonldhe within oo raiſe? 

In what a mazing Maze would it thee bring, 

To heare but once that Quire celeſtiall ſine? 

The faireſt _— on which thy Loueaid "ſes 

Which earſt did breed Delight then would diſpleaſe, 

Then Diſcords hoarſe were Earths entiſing Sounds, 

All Muſicke but a Noyſe, which Senſe ck, 

. _— and burning Glaſſe which cleares all Eyes, 
And muſters with ſuch Glory in the Skies, 

T hat filuer Starre which with her ſober Light 

Makes Day oft- Ennie the eye pleaſing Night, 

Thoſe fl letters which ſo brightly ſhine 

In Heaxens great Volume gorgeonſly dinine, 


The Wonders all in Sea, in Earth, in Cre, 

Be but darke Pittnres of that Soueraine Faire, 

Be Toungs, which ſtill thus crie into your Eare 
(Could yee amidſt Worlds Cataracts them heare) 
From fading things (fond Wights)lift your Deſire, 
And in our Beautie hs vs made admire, 

If we ſeeme faire? O thinke how faire is he, 

Of whoſe faire Fairneſſe, Shadowes, Steps we be, 
No Shadow can compareit with the Face, 

No Step with that deare foot which did it trace, 
Tour Soules immortall are, then place them hence, 
And doe not drowne them in the Muſt of Senſe: 
Doe not, O doe not by falſe Pleaſures Might 
Deprine them of that true and ſole Delight. 

That Happineſſe yee ſeeke # yot below, 

Earths ſweeteſt 1oy is but diſguiſed Woe, 

Here did ſhee pauſe, and with a mild Aſpett, 
Did towards me thoſe lamping T winnes direct. 
Thewonted Rayes 1 knew, and thrice efſay'd 
To Anſwere make, thrice faultring Toung it ſlay'd. 
And while uponthas Face I fed my Sight 
Me thought ſhe vaniſht vp in Titans Light, 

VV ho guilding with his Rayes each Hill and Plaine, 
Seem'd to haue broaght the Goldſmiths V Yorld againes 


| ON THE POVRTRAIT | 
|» of the (ounteſſe of Perthe. 
SONNET. 


#T"He Goddeſſe that in LHmathes doth raigne, 
= With filuer Tramells,and Saphir-colour'd Eyes, 
> Whennakedfrom her Mothers Chriſtall Plaine, 
She firſt appear'd vnto the wondring Skies: | 
Or when the golden- Apple to obtaine, 
Her bluſhing Snowes amazed 14as Trees, 
Did neuer looke in halfe ſo faire a guiſgg, 
As She here drawen ; al! other Ages Staine.” 
© God what Beauties to inflame the Soule, 
And hold the hardeſt Hearts in Chaines of Gold! 
| Faire Lockes, ſweet Faccy Loues ftatelie Capitole, 
Deare Necke which doth that Heauenly Frame vphold, 
If Fertzewoult to mortall Eycs appeare, 
To rauiſh ſence Fe would your Beautic weare. 


SON. 


JF Heaxen,the Starres, and Nygture did hergrace 
| *With all Perfe&#:ons found the Moone aboue, 

And what excelleth in this lower Place, 
Didplace in Her to breed a World of Loue: 
If Angels Gleames ſhine on Her faireſt Face,, , 
Which make Heauens Ioy on Earth the gazerproue, 
And her bright Eyes (the Orbes which Beawrie moue} 
As Puozz vs dazell in his glorious Race, 

; What Pincell pain: « or Colourtothe ſight 

_ *Sofweet aShape can ſhow? the bluſhing corre 
[The red muſt len, the Milkie-way the white, 
And Nzeht the Starres which her rich Crowne adorne, 

Todraw her right; Then to make all agree, 
+  ;TheHeaventhe Table Zenxis love muſt be, + 


% 
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a THAT S AME DRAVVEN 
with 2 Panſee-. 


SON. 


\Þ enwith braue Arr thecurious Painter drew 
Y V ThisHezuenlic Shape,the hand why madche beare 
i With golden Vaines that F/owre of purple hue, 
I Wii followes on the Planet of the yeare 
by 3 Ws it to ſhow how in our —_— 
Þ Like him She ſhines,nay that effects more 
"i * Of Power,and Wonder, doEin herappeare, 
þ While He butFlowres,and She doth Mindes ſubdue, 
© Or would heelſeto Fertues glorious ligh 
| Herconſtant Courſe make knowne,oris't at He 
| Doth paralellcher blifſe with Chrias plight: 
He" o, and thus, He reveling in Her Eye 
Some woefull LLowersend,to grace his Graue, 
 ForCypres Tree,this monrning Flowre hergaues 


a 


|: MADRIGAIL 


prox ſteht be not beguild, 
eyes right play their part, 
| he Flove is not of Art, (Av 
F Bur sfairef Natures Child, F 
And though when Titans fron our World exild, 
'F Shedoth ngs locke her leaues his loſſe 10 mone, 
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| T Riumphing Chariots Statues,” Crownes of Bayes, 
Skie-threatning Arches, the rewards of worth, 
Workes heauenlic-wiſe in ſweet harmonious layes, 
Which Sprights diuine vnto the World ſet forth: 
States which Ambitious Mindes in bloud do raiſe, 
From frozen Tanar vnto Sunne-burnt Gange, 
Gigantall Frames held wonders rarclie ſtrange. 
Like Spiderswebs are made the ſport of Dayes. 
All's onelie conſtant in inconſtantchange, 
What's doneſtillis vndone, and when vndone 
Into ſome other Faſhion doth itrange; 
Thus goes the floting World beneath the Moone 
Where for my Mind aboue Time,Motion,Place, 
The raiſeand ſteps vaknowne to N atwre trace. 


E889 


T Oolong TI followed hauemy fond Deſire, 

And toolong painted on the Ocean Streames, 
Too long refreſhment ſought amidſt the fire, 
Purſu'd thoſe joyes which ro my Soule are Blames- 
Ah when I had what moſtIdid admire 

And ſeeneof Lifes Delights the laſt extreames, 

I found all but a Roſe hcdg'd withaBryer, 

A Nought, a Thought, a Maſcarade of Dreames 
Henceforth on Thee my oz/ie Good I'll thinke, 
For onlie thou canſt grant what I do craue, 

Th. Naile my Pen fhall be, thy Bloud mine Inke, 
Th Winding-ſheet my Paper, Studie Graue: 

And till that Soule forth of this bodie flic, 

No Hope Ill haue but onelie onelic thee. 


SWISS 


T?® ſpread the Azure Canopie ofHeauen, 
And ſpangle itall with Sparkes of burning Gold, 

Toplacethis pondrous Glob of Earth ſocuen 
Thatit ſhouldall andnoughtſhould it vphold. 
With motions ſtrange tinduethe Planets ſeucn, 
Andlovs to makeſo meeke,and Mars ſo bold, 
To temper what is moiſt, dry,hote,and cold, 
Ofall their Iarres that ſweet Accordsare giuen, 
Loxp tothy Wiſedome's nought, noughtto thy Might, 
But that thou ſhouldſt zhy &/orie laid afide 
. Come baſelie in Mortalitie to bide, 
And die for thoſedeſeru'd eternall plight, 

A Wonder is ſo farre aboucourwit, 

That Azeelis ſtand amaz'd to thinkeon it, - 


GY 


VV Hat hapleſſe Hap hadI fortobeborne * 
In theſe vnhappie Times,and dying Dayes 

Of this now doting World, when Good decayes, 

Loue's quitequench't forth, and Yertue's heldaſcorne, 

Whenſuch are onlie priſ'd by wretched wayes 

Who witha golden Fleece them can adorne, 

When Auarice and Luſtare counted praiſe, 

Andbraueſt Mindesliue 0rphane-like forlorne, 

Why was not I into that golden Age 

When Gold yet was notknowne? and thoſeblack Arts 

By which Baſe Mondaines vildlie playe their parts 

With Horrid Adts ſtayning Earths ſtatelie Stage* 
Then to had bene Heauen it hadbene my bliſle, 

But blefle me nowand takeme ſoone fromthis, 


ParTHENIVSe 


vW Hile thou doe# praiſe the Roſes, Lillies, G old, 
Which in a dangling Treſſe, and Face appeare, 
Still lands the Sunne in Skies thy Sones to heare, 
LA Silence ſweet each whiſpering Wind doth hold - 
Slecpein Patithea's Lap his Eyes doth fold, 
The Sword falls from the Godofthe fift Spheare, 
The Heards to feed, the Birds to ſing forbeare, | 
Each Plant breathes Lone, each Flood and Fountaine cold. 
And henceit is, that that once Nymphe, now Tree, 
Who did th' Amphriſian Shepheards Sighes diſdaine, 
And ſcornd his Layes, mou'd 4 a "a weeter Y aine, 
Is become pitiful, and followes T hee, 

T hee loues, and vanteth that ſhe hath the Grace, 

A Garland for thy Locks to enterlac@s 

Alexis. 

He Lone Alexis did to Damon beare, 

Shall witneſſ'd be toall the Woods and Plaines, 
As ſingulare renownd by nighbouriug Swaines, 
That to our Relidts Time may T rophees rear, 
Thoſe Madri gals we ſong amidſt our Flockes, 
With Garland; | mga EN POLLOs Beames, 
On Ochelles whyles, whyles neare Bodotrias Streames, 
By Ecchoes are reſounded from the Rockes. 
Of foraine Shepheards bent to trie the States 
Though 1( Worlds Gueſt ) a Vagabond do ſtray, 
T hou may that Store which 1 hw Suruey, 
As bet acquainted with my Soules Conceitsg 
What ener Fatc Heanens haue for me deſiend, 
Ttruſft theewith the Treafure of my Mind, 


TO THE AVTHORe 
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hich ſv _ 

Wanne which ſo ſweetly ſings, 

By Aska's Bancks, and EE, plaines, 

That old Meander nener heard ſuch Str aines, 

Eternall Fame, thou 10 thy Countrie brines : 

And now our Calidon 

Is by thy Songs made a new Helicon. 

Her cMonntaines, Woods, and Sprines, 

While Mountaines, Woods, Springs be, [hall ſound thy Praiſe, 

4nd though fierce Boreas oft ale her Bayes, 

And kill thoſe Mirtills with enraged Breath, 

Which ſhould thy Browes wes. 4 
Her Floods haue Pearles, Seas Amber doe ſend foorth, 
Her Heauen hath golden Starres to crowne thy Woorth. 


| Meeris. 
| He ſiſter Nymphes which haunt the Theſpian Spriner, 

| ps liberal groek Gifts neredid Pans ye 
To them who on their Hills ſuckt ſacred Breath, 
Then unto thee, By which thou ſweetly ſings. 
Ne're did AvoLl1o raiſe on Pegaſe Wings 
A Muſe more neare Himſelfe, more farre from Earth, 
Then thine, whether thou weepe thy Ladies Death, 
Or ſing thoſe ſweet:ſowre Pangs that Paſſion brings, 
Towrueour Thoughts in Verſe doth merize Profs 
But thoſe our Faſttogild in Fictions 0re, 
Bright, rich, delightfull, doth deſerue much more, 
4s thou haſt done theſe thy melodious Layes: 

No doubt thy Muſes faire Morne doth bewray 

The neare Approach of a more gliitring Day, 
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hp he Author. 


© hes 1 Saulegoe toſſe, 
| lb 6-4 e cbr myT eares, " 


whoſe —_— La par ſmoothing Baume long beares, 
But freſhly bleedes when Ought vpbraides my Loſſe, 
Then 4%, weetly Sorrow makes to f ng, 
And _—_ Paſiion: deft f fowell a accord,” 
That more Delight Thy An doth afford, 
Then 0 thers [oyes can Satisf attion bring. 
Ihat ſacred Wits(when rawiſh. en; | 
To ah potan: , CMetamor th 
Whilſt nu rous Power the Soul is fecrerbind, 
Thow haſt perforns d,tran A 
For neuer Plaints did greater Pittie mone, 
The beſt parſe that Cara Notes po 


_S. W. / + 


of MozLiapss. 


* BED $ Heavens | then is ittrue that Thouart gone, 


A Andleftthiswoekull ze her Lofſe'tomone;, 


Theneuen of Yertze5 Spoyles'Dearh Tropheesrearcs, 
As if hegloried moſt inmanyTeares.' 
Farc'd by hard Fetes, doe Heavensnegletour Cryes? 


.* 


Are Starresſet only 0 x0 
1 


AndletthemdoetheirWorftincethouart gone, | 
Raiſe whom they-liſt to Fhxones; enthron'd dethrone, 


Staine Princely BowreAvith Blood; ahdcuento Gaxge, | 


In Cypreſſe ſad, glad Hymens Torches change. 
eAb thou haſtleftto live, andinthe Time 


When ſcarſe thoublofſoni'd in'thy pleafantPrime. 


So falls by NorthernBlaſt avirgin Roſe 


At halfe thatdothher baſhfall Boſome cloſe: 


Soaſweet Flowriſh languiſhingdecayes, 


That late did bluſkwhen kiſt by'Phebuc Rayes.. 
tA A.2 Ss 


* 


Teares on the Death 


So Pheabus mounting the Meridians hight, 
Choak't by pale Phebe, faints vnto our Sight, 
Aſtoniſh'd Natwrelullen ſtandsto ſee;. g: - 
The Life of allthis 4/1, ſo chahg'dto be, 
In gloomic Gownes the Sztarres about deplore, 
The Sea with murmuring Mountaines beates the Shore, 
Blacke Darkeneſſe reeles: o'reall, in thoufand Showres 
The Weeping Aire,on Earth her ſorrow povres, 
That ina Palſey, quakes to ſee ſo ſoone 
Her Lover ſet, and N;eht burſt forth ere Noove, 

It Heauen(alas)ordaind thee yongto die, 
wa was't notwherethou might thy Yalowy tric? 
And to the wondring World at leaſt ſet forth 
Some litle Sparke of thy exſpeted Worth: 
Mzaliades, © that by 1ers Streames, 
Mong ſounding Trumpets, ficrie ewinkling Gleames 
Of warme vermilion Swords,and Cannons Roare, 
Balls thickeas Raine poutr'd by the (aſpran Shore, 
Mong broken pnen ringing Helmes & Shields, 
Huge heapes of ſlaughtred Bodies longtheFields, 
In Turkiſh blood made red like Marſes Starre, 
Thou ended had thy Life,and Chriſtian Warre: 
Oras braue Burbo» thau had made old Rome, 
Qieene of the World ,thy Triumph, and = Tombe. 
So Heawens fair Face to Thivnborne World which recds, 
A Booke had beene of thy illuſtrous Deeds, 
So totheir Nephewes aged Syres hadtolde 
The high Exploits perform'd by thee of olde; 
Townes raz'd,and raif 'd,viRtorious, vanquiſh'd Bands, 
Fierce Tyrants flying, foyl'd, kilfd by: thy Hands. 


And 


of eAMeliades. 


Andin deare Arras, Virgins fairehad wrought 

The Bayes and Trophees to thy Countrie brought? 
While ſome New HomerimpingWings to Fame, 
Deafe Ni/us dwellers had made heare thy Name. 
That thou didnotatraine theſe Honours Spheares, 
Through want of Worth it was not,but of Teares. 

A Youth more braue, pale Troy with trembling Walls 
Did neuer ſae, nor She whoſe Name appalls | 
Both Titans golden Bowres, in bloody Fights, 
Muſtring on Marſes Ficld,ſuch Marſe.like Knights, 
The Heavens had brought thee to the higheſt Hight, 
Of Wit and Courage,ſhewing all their Might 
When they thee fram'd. Ay me that what is braue 
On Earth, they as their owne ſo ſooneſhould craue, 
Mealiades ſweet courtly Nymphes deplore, 

From T hwle, to Hydaſpes pearlie Shore. 

When Forth thy Nurſe, Forth where thou firſt did paſſe 
Thy tender Dayes (who ſmylde oft on her Glaſle, 
To ſee thee gaze) Meandring with her Streames, 
Heard thou hadleft this Rownd, from PhebusBeames 
She ſought to flie, but forced toreturne 


By Neighbour Brookes, She gaue her ſelfe to mourne: 


Andas She ruſh't her Cyclades among, 
.She ſcem'd to plaine,that Heavex had done her wrong, 
With a hoarſe plaint,C/zd down herſteeppicrockes, 
And Tweid4through her. greene Mountaines clad with 
Did wound the Ocean murmuring thy death, (flocks, 
The Ocean thatroard about the Earth, | 
Andto the Mawuritanian Atlas tolde, \..(rold 

Who ſhrunke through griefc,and down his white haires 


Az Hug, 


Teares on the Death 


Huge Streames of teares, which changed werein Floods 
Wherewith he drown'd the neighbourPlains & Woods, - 
The lefler Brookes as they did bubling goe, 
Didkeepea Corſort vnto publicke Woe, | 
The Shepheards left their Flocks with downe.caſt Eyes, 
Sdaining tolookevp to the angrie Skzes: 

 Somebrake their Pipes, and ſomein fweet-ſad Laycs, 
Made ſenſclefle things amazed atthy Praiſe. 

His Recd CMlexis hang vpona Tree, © ' » 

And with his Teares made Doves great tobe, 
Heliades ſweet courtly Nymphbes deplore 

From Thule, to Hydaſpes pearelie Shore. 

Chaſt Maides which haunt faire Aganippe Well, 
And you in-Tempes ſacred Shadewho dwell, 
Ler fall your Harpes,ceaſe Tunes of Ioy to ſing, 
Diſcheueled make all Parnaſſus ring 
With Antheames ſad, thy Muſicke Phebasturne 
In dolcfull plaints,whilt 7oy it ſelfe doth mourne. 
Deadisthy Darlize who decordthy Bayes, 
Whooft was wont to cheriſh thy ſweet Layes, 

And to a Trumpet raiſe thy amorous Stile, 
Thatfloting Delos enuied might this 1/e, 
You:eAcidalian Archers breake your Bowes, | 
YourBridons quench, with teares blot Beauties Snowes, 
And bid your weeping Mother yet againe 
A ſecond Adons death, nay -Marſes plaine; 
His . Eyes once were your Darts,nay cuen'his Nawe, 
»Where euer heard, did cuery Heart. inflame. 
- Tagusdid court his Loxe'; with Golden Streames, 
.#bcin with his Townes, faire Seine with all ſhe «ecacp 
| | | - But 


of «Meliades. 


But ah (poore T ouers) Dcarh them didbetray, 
And nor ſuſpected made their Hopes his Prey! 
Tags bewailes his Lofſe, with Golden Streames; 
Rhein with his Townes, faire Seine with all She claimes. 
Meliades\weet courtly Nymphes deplore, 
From T hule,to —_— pearlie Shore, 
Eyc-plealing Meaas whoſe painted Plaine forth brings, 
Whute,golden,azure Flowres, which once were Kings, 
In mourning Blacke, their ſhyning Colours Dye, 
Bow down their Heads, whiles lighing Zephyrs flye. 
Queene of the Fields, whoſe Bluſh, maks bluſh the More 
Sweet Koſe,a Princes Death in Purple mourne. 
O Hyacinthes foray, your A7 keepe till, 
Nay, with moe markes of Woe your Leaves now fill, 
And you O Flowreof Helens teares that's borne, 
Into theſe liquid Pear/es againe you turne, 
Your greene Lockes Forre#ts cut, in weeping Mirres, 
The deadly Cypreſſe,and Inke.dropping Firres, | 
Your Palmes and Mirtles change; from Shadowes datke 
Wing'd Syrens waile, and you ſad Echoes marke 
Thelamentable Accents of their Mone, 
Andplainethat braue Meliadesis gone. 
Stay Skye thy turning Courſe,and now become 
A ſtately Arche, vnto the Earth his Tombe: 
Ouer whichay the watrie ris keepe; 
And fad Electras Siſters which ſtill weepe, 
Mealiades (weet courtly Nymphes deplore, 
From Thule. to Hydaſpes pearlic Shore. 
Deare Ghoſt forgiue theſe our vntimely Teares, 
By which our louing Mind, though weakeappeares j 
ur 


Teares on the Death 


Our Loffe not Thine (when wecomplaine) we weepe, 
For Thee the gliſtring Walls of Heazes dockeepe, 
Beyond the P/aners Wheeles, boue higheſt Source 
. Of Spheares, that turnesthelower in his Courſe. 
Where Swunze doth neuer ſet, norvgly Night 
Euer appeares in mourning Garments dight: 
Where Borcas ſtormic Trumpet doth not ſound, 
Nor Cloudes in Lightnings burſting, Minds aſtound. . 
From Cares cold Climates farre, and hote Deſire, 
Where Time's exild, and Ag nere expire : 
Mong purcſt Spirits enutroned with Beames, 
Thouthinks all things below, thaue bene but Dreames, 
And joyes tolooke downe tothe azur'd Barres 
Of Heaven,powdred with Troupes of ſtreaming Starres: 
Andin their turning Temples to beholg, | 
In filuer Robe the Mooze, the Sunnein Golde, 
Likeyong Eye-ſpeaking Lowers in a Dance, 
With Majeſtie by Turnes retire,aduance. 
Thou wonders Earth toſec hang like a Ball, 
Cloſ'din the ghaiſtly Cloy#er of this A1!: 
Andthatpoore Mex ſhould proue ſo madly fond, 
To tofle themſclues fora ſmall Foot of Ground, 
Nay, that they cuen dare brauc the Powers aboue, +» 
From this baſe Stageaf Change, that cannot moue. 
All worldly Pompe, andPride thou ſecſt ariſe 
Like Smoake thats ſcattred in the emptic Skies. 
CS Other Hills and Forreſts orher ſumptuous Towres, 
Amaz'dthou finds excellingour.poore Bowres, 
Conrts voydeof Flatteric, of Malice Mindes, 
Pleaſure which laſts, notſuch as Reaſow blinds. 


> More 


of Meliades. 


Narcyſſus of himiclic 


of Be, ayay, 


, but ig. | 
| ae Fame may cnroule 
In golden Annales, whileabous a. Pole, | 


hat fheil bs, is, arwas, 
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Meliades ſweet courtly Nymphes deplore 
From T bu to Hydaſpes pearlic Shore. 
FINIS. 


Willlau DRVMMOND. 


@F FET, 
Or Porrnvrie, 
Or that white Stone— 
P aro s affoordes alone>, 
em AZVRE aje, 
Whichſeem to ſcorne the SKYE; 


HereMemphis Wonders doe not ſet, 
Nor AR TEMISIA'S huge Frame, 


T hat keepes ſo long her Louers N': 


ame: 


Make no great marble Atlas tremble with Gold 
To pleaſe a Uulgar E YE that doth beholde. 


TheMuſes, Phocbus, Loue,haue raiſed of their teares 


LEN LENTE 


TRAN 


3. NSW621IEIf, 


Slay Paſſenger, ſee where encloſed lyes, 
The Paragon of Princes; faireſt Frame, 
Time,Ngtere,Place,could ſhow tomortalEyes 
In Worth, Wit, Yerine, Miracle to Fame: 
Atleſt that Part ctheEa7rth of him could clame, 
This Marble hotds (hard Lke the Deſtinies ) 
Foras to his braue Sprrit, and glorious Name, 
'The Qnethe World, the other fills the Skzes. 
Tirimmortall Amaranthus, princely Roſe, 
Sad Y:oler, and that ſweet F/owre that bcares, 
In Sanovins Seors theTenor of ourWoes, 
Spred on thisSrone,&: waſh it with thy Teares, 
Then goandtell from Gades vnto 1nd, 
Thou ſaw where Ezxrths Perfections were 
(confinde, 
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Sonnet. 


A Paſsing'Glance,a Lightning long the Skies 
ATharvfh'ring-Thugder dics ſtraight eo our Sight, 
A Sparke, of Contrarieswhichdoth ariſe, WE: 
Then's drown'd'n the huge Depthes of Pay and: Nre#tt': 
Isthis Small-ſmalkcald Zife, held infuch Price, : 
OfblindedWightrs, whonerefudse Ought aright;. -_ 
Of Parthian Shaft ſo ſwiftisnottheÞF/zzhe,.”/ © - 
As Life, that waſtes it ſclfe, and luingxlies. 
Ah, what is humanc Greatueſſe, Valour, Kit? 
What fading Beanie, Riches, Honour, Praiſe? 
To what doth ſcrve in ge/den T hrones to fir, 
Thrall E:ths waſte Fonnd teiuraphall Arches raiſe? 
Thatall's a Dreaelearne in this Pxincgs Fall, 
In whom fauc D:ath, Nought moitall was at all, 


Wittlam DrvaworD. 


es 
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To the Reader. 


E þ HE Neve which in theſe Verſes is giuenParncy 
Henna. , is that which he Himſclje in the Chat- - 
lenges of his Martiall Sports,and Maſcarads, was wont 
tovle, Moziranss Prince of the Hes: which in Ane- 
gramme maketh a YVerd maſt worthie of ſuch a Knight, 
as He was a Knight (if Time bad fuffred his ARtions | 
anſwere the Worlds —_— onely worthie of 
ſuch a yYorde,Miues ADso, | 


MADRIGALLS 


A ND 


EPIGRAMMES: 


wd') Roll! 
ESE Far 


MADRIGALLS 
AND EPIGRAMMES. 
The Statueoft Me pDvsa. 


F that Mz ovsa ſtrange, 
()-- thoſe that did her ſee in Rogkes did change, 
None Image card is this 
M:zpvsas ſelfe tis, 
For while at heate of Day 
To quench her Thirſt Shee by this Spring did ſtay, 
Her hideous Head beholding in this Glaſſe, 
Her Senſes fail'd, and thus transform'd Shee was. 
The Portraite of Mans and Vrnvs. 
Aire Payrnos wanton Oueene 
Not drawne in White and Red, 
Is truely heere, as when in Vy1 cans Bed 
Shee was -4 all Heauens laughing Senate ſeene, 
Gaze on her Haire, and Eine, 
Her Browes, the Bowes of Loue, 
Her backe with Lillies ſpred: 
And yee ſhould ſee her turne, and ſweetly monte, 
But that Shee neither ſo will doe, nor darre, 
For feare to wake theanerie God of Warre. 
Naxciss vs. 
P£onas cannot quench my Flames ah in this Well 
I burne, not drowne, for what 1 cannot tell. 
Damtras Dreame, 
D-* ETAS dream he ſaw his Wife at Sport, 
nd found that fight was through the horniec Port. 
HERRIES, 
T Wanton weepe n0 more 
The looſing of your Cherries, 
T hoſe, and pa ſweeter Berries, 
Yonr Siſter in good ſtore 
Hath in her Lips and Face, 
' Be glad, kiſſe but with me, and hold yoar 'peace. 


Icarus. 
Hile with audatious Wines 

I ſprang thoſe airie Wayes, 

And fill d (a Moniter new) with Dread and Feares 

T he feathered People and their Eagle Kings: 

Dazell'd with Phoebus Rayes, 

And charmed with the eMuſicke of the Spheares, 

When Pennes could moue no more, and force did faile, 

I _— with a fall that loftie Bounds: 

Tet doth Renowne my Loſſes counteruaile, 

For ſtill the Shore my braue attempt reſounds. 

A Sea, an Element doth beare my Name, 

What Mortalls Tombe *s ſo greatin Placeor Fame. 


On his Ladie, beholding her ſelfe +%% 
in a Marble. a 


WV 21 wonder not, that 1 

Enegraue deepe in my Breſt 

Thi Angell Face, which mee bereaues of reſt. 
Sith Deeds d ſenſeleſſe thinges can not denie 
To lodge ſo deare a Gueſt - 

And thi hard Marble Stone 

Receaues the ſame, and loues, but cannot grone. 


To Slcepe, 
Fo» comes it Sleepe , that thou 


Enen kiſſes mee affords 
If her (deare her) ſo farre who 's abſent now? 
How did 1 heare thoſe Words , 
Which Rockes might moue, and moue the Pines t0 bow? 
Aye mee yr any halfe Daye 
Why didſt thou ſteale awaye ? 
Returne, I thine for ever will remain, 
Lnd onlic bring with thee that Gueſt againe. 


A pleaſant deceate. 
O Vey 4 chriſtall Source 


Iolas leyde his face, 
Of Popling Streamecs to ſee the reſileſſe Courſe. 
But ſcarſe hee had o'reſhadowed the Place, 
When ſpying in the Ground a Child ariſe 
Like to himſelfe in ſtature, Face, and Eyes, 
Hee roſe all glad and cried, 
Deare Mates _ ſee whom I haue __ 
The Boy of whom ſtrange ſlories _ eards tei 
Ofi-called Hylas dwelleth in this Well, 


The Canon, 


\ \ T Hen firſt the Canon from her gaping Throte 
499 the Heauen her —# Sulphare ſhote, 


Toue wakened with the Noyce, andaſk't with wonder 
What Mortall Wight had ſtollen from him his Thunder, 
His chriftall Towres hee feared, but Fire and Are 

So deepe, did flay the Ball from mounting there. 


Thais Metamorphoſe. 


N Briareus hadze 

Thais wiſh'd ſhee might change 
Her Man, and pray'd him not there at t0 grudge, 
Nor fondly thinke it ſtrange, 
For F4 (ſaid ſhee ) I might the partes diſpoſe, 
Iwiſh you not a hundreth Armes nor Hands, 
But hundreth Things like thoſe 
With which Priapus in our Garden ſtands, 


The qualitie of a kiſle, 
f hs kiſſe with ſs much ſtrife 
W 


Which 1 late got ( (ſweet Heart ) 
« it 4 ſigne of Death, or was it Life? 
Of Life it could not bee, 
Foy I by it did Sigh my Soule in thee : 
Ne could 't bee Death, Death doth no joy impart. 
Thou TR ah ! what thoudid bequeath , 
A dying Life was to mee living Death, 


His Ladies Dog. 
VA == her deare Boſome clips 


That litle Curre, which faunes to touch her Lips, 
or when it i hu hap 
Tolie lap'd in her Lap, 
O it erowcs Noone with mee, 
With hotter-pointed Beames 
My burning Planct ſtreames , 
What Rayes were earſl in Lightnings changed be, 
When oft I muſe how [ to thoſe extreames 
Am brought, I find no Cauſe, except that Shee 
In Loues bright Lodiacke hauing trac'd each Roome, 
To fatall Syrius now at laſt is come. 


An Almanacke. 


"(4s ſtrange Ecclipſe ong-ſayes 
* Strange Wonders doth fortell, 
But yee whoſe Wyfes excel, 
And loue to count their Praiſe, 
Shut all your gates, your Hedees Plant with T hornes, 
T he Sunne menac'd the World this Time with Hornes. 


The Silke-worme of Loue. 
Dxdale of my Death | 
Now I reſemble that ſubtill Worme on Earth, 
Which prone to its owne euill doth take noreſt: 
For Day and Night oppreſt, 
1 feed on fading Leaues 
Of Hope, which me deceaues, 
nd thouſand Webbs doth warpe within my Breſt, 
And T hus mend wvnto my (elfe I waue 
A faſt-ſhut Priſon, no, but euen a Graue. 


Deepe impreſſion of Loue. 


VV Hou raging Dog doth bite, 
He doth in Water ſtill 


That Cerberus Image ſee - 

Loue Mad (perhaps) when he my Heart did [mite 
(More to diſſemble his [l) 

Transform'd himelfe in thee : 

For thou art preſent euer ſince to mee. 

No Spring there is,no Flood,nor other Place, 
Where I (alace) not ſee thy Heauenlie Face, 


A Chaine of Gold. 


AX not thoſe Lockes of Gold 
Sufficient Chaines the wildeſt Harts to hold: 
Ts not that Tworie Hand 
A Diamantine Band, 
Moſt ſure to keepe the moſt untamed Mindt, 
But yee muſt others finde ? 
O yes: why is that Golden One then boyne: 
T lus free in Chaines (perhaps) Lones Chaines to ſcorne. 


- 


On the Death of a Linnzr, 
JF cruell Death had Eares, 
or could beene pleaſ'd by Songs, 
This wing'd M uſician liu'd had many yeares, 
And Nila mine had neuer wept theſe Wrongs: 
For when it fir## tooke Breath, 
The Heauens their Notes did wnto it bequeath: 
And if that Samians ſentences betrue, 
Amphion 7» this =_ liu'd of new. 
But Death, for that he nothing ſpares, nought heares, 
As he doth Kines it kill d, o Griefe! oTeares ! 
" , Littas Prayer. 

| Bu ue if thou wilt once more | 

That I to thee returne, od 
(Sweeet God) make me not burne 
For quiuering Age, that doth ſpent Dayes deplore. 
Nor doe not wound my Hart 
For ſome unconſtant Boy 
Wha ioyes to loue, yet makes of Lone a Toy, 
But (ah) if 1 muzt prooue thy golden Dart ? 
Of grace O let mee finde 
A ſweet young Loner with an aged Mind. 
Thus Lilla Fo , and Idas did replie 
(Who heard) Deare haue thy wiſh, fr ſuch am 1. 

ARMELINS Epitaph. 

N Eare to this Eelantine 

Encloſed lies the milke-white Armeline, 
once Cloris onlie joye, 
Now onlie her annoy , 
Who enuied was of the mo#t happie Swaines 
T hat keepe their Flocks in Monntaines, Dales, or Plaines : 
For oft ſhe bore the wanton in her Arme, 
And oft her Bed, and Boſome did he warme, 
Now when wnkindlie Fates did him deſtroy 
Bliſt Dog he had the Grace , 
With T eares for him that Cloris wet her Face, 


EPITAPH. 
T HE Bawd of Inftice, he who Lawes control[d, 

And made them fawne, and frowne as he got gold, 
That Proteus of owr State, whoſe Hart and Mout 
Were farther diſtant than is North from Soath, | 
That Cormorant who made himſclfe ſo groſſe | 
On Peoples Ruine, and the Princes Loſſe, | 
Is gone to . and though he here did enill, | 
He meanes below to prooue an honeſt Deuill, 

A TRANSLATION. 
MMerce Robbers were of old 
Exild the Champian Ground, 
Prom Hamlets chaſ"d, in Citties kill'd or bound, 
And onely Woods, Caues, Mountaines, did them hold : 
But now (when all is ſold) 
Woods, Mountaines, Cames, to good Men be refudgee, | 
And doe the Guiltleſſe lodge, ' 
And cled in Purple Gownes 8 
The greateſt Theenes command within the T ownes, 
EPITAPH. 
iu Death thee hath beeuild 
AleQos firſt borne Child? 
Then thou who thrall'd all Lawes F 
Now againſt Wormes can not maintaine thy Cauſe * 
Tet Wormes (more iuſt than thou ) now doe no Wron?, | 
Sith all doe wonder they thee gps ſo long, | 
For though from Life but lately thou didſt paſſe, 
Ten Springs are gone ſince thou corrupted was. 


Come Citizens erect to Death an Alter, | 
That ſaw'd to you Axe, Full, Timber, Halter. , 


PE ns Do I I Ps wr ere oo — 


A IEAST, 


| bad a moſt holie Church a holie Man 
V nto a holie Saint with viſage wan, : 
«And Eyes like Fountaines, mumbled foorth a Prayer, # 
And with ſtrange Words and Sighs made blacke the Aire. 
And hauing long ſo ſtay d, and long long pray'd, 
A thouſand croſſes ou _ e he ley'd, 
And with ſome ſacred Beaas hang ou his Arme 
His Eyes, his mouth, his Temples, Breſt did charme, 
Thus not content (ſtrange Worſhip hath no end) 
. To kiſſe the Earth .:t laſt he did _ 
And bowing downe beſought with humble grace, 
An aged Woman neare to gine ſome place : 
Shee turn'd, and turning vp her Pole bencath, 
Said, Sir kiſſe here for it is all but Earth, 


Proteus of Marble. 


J's is no worke of Stone, 
Though breathleſſe, cold it ſeeme and ſenſe hath none, 
But that Pele Goa which keepes 
T he monſtruowus people of the ragin m_— 
Now that he doth not chanec his Shape this while, 
Itjs mas thus conitant more you to beguile, 


PAMPHILYVS. 


_ Ladies wed, ſome loue,and ſome adore them, 
like their wanton ſport then cares not for them. 


APELLESenamour'd of Campaſpe. 
ALzxanpzis Miſtreſſe. 
goon Patnter while I ſought 
To counterfait by Art 
T he faireſt Frame which Nature ener wrouzht, 
And having limm'd each Part 
Except her matchleſſe Eyes : 
Scarce on theſe Sunnes I gaz'd, 
As Lightnine falles from Skies 
When ſtrateht my Hand grew weake, my Minde amaz'd 
And ere that Pencill halfe them had expreſt, 
Louc had them drawen, no, grauen within my Breſt, 


Campaſpe, 

(JXSrowe ſhall 1 exclaime, 

Which thus my Fortune change, 
Or ſhall I elſe renenze 
V pon my ſelfe this Shame, 
Inconftant Monarch, or ſhall I thee blame 
Who lets Apelles prouc 
T he ſweet Delights of Alexanders Lone: 
No, Stayres, my (clfe, and thee I all forgine 
And Toyes that thus I line, 
Of thee blind King my Beautie was deſpiſ"d, 
For that thou didit not know it, now it's pryz 4. 


CORNVCOPIA. 
[FF for one onelie Horne 
Which Nature to him gaue 
So fans is the noble Ynicorne ? 
What praiſe ould that Man haue 
Whoſe Head a Ladie brane 
Doth with a goodlie pair at once adorne? 


Loue ſuffers no Paraſol. 


mw Eyes deare Eyes be Sphearey 

\@ Where two bright Sunnes are roll d, 

That faire Hand to behold 

of _—_ Snow appeares, 

Then while yee coylie ſtand 

To hide from me thoſe Eyes, 

Sweet 1would you aduiſe 

To chuſe ſome other fanne then that white Hand: 

For if yee doe for trueth moſt truethis know, 

That Sunnes ere long muſt needs conſume warme Snow. 


Vnpleaſant Muſicke, 


J* fielas Ribaldo ſtray'd 

Mayes T ape#rie to s, 

And hearing on a Tree 

A Cockow ſing, ſighd to himſelfe and ſaid, 
Loe how alas enen Birdes ſit mocking mee. 


FLORAS Flowre. 


\/Enus doth loue the Roſe, 
Apollo thoſe deare Flowres 

Which were his Paramonrs, 

The Dueene of ſable Skies 

The ſubtill Lunaries, 

But Flore likes none of thoſe : 

To Her for no Flowre faire ſcemes but the Lillie, 

And why? becauſe on letter makest a P. 


ie - p 
18 AE. 


SLEEPING BEAVTIE, 


O Sight too dearelie bought | 

Shee ſleepes, and though thoſe Eyes 
Which lighten Cupids Skies 
Bee cloſ d, yet ſuch a grace 
Enuironeth that Place, 
T hat 1 through Wonder to grow faint am brought - 
Sunnes #f eclipſ”d yee have ſuch power dinine 
What power hane I to thole you when yee ſhine? - 


ALCONS Kiſlc- 


Hat others at their Eaxe 

| T wo Pearles Camilla at her Noſe did weare, 
Which Alcon who nought ſaw 
(For Loue is blinde) rob'd with a prettie Kiſſe, 
But hauin'g knowen his miſſe, 
nd felt what Ore hee from that Mine did draw, 
When Shee to charge againe him did deſire 
He fled, and ſaid, foule Water quenched Fire, 


TheStatueof FENYS ſleeping. 
PAſenger vexe not thy Minde 
To make mee mine Eyes unfold, 


For when thou them doeſt behold, 
Thine perhaps they will make blinde. 


LAVRAtoPETRARCH. 


Rather lone a Touth and childiſh Rime, 
* Then theewhoſe Verſe and Head be wiſe through time. 


— Don 


TheRoſe. 
| *Lowre which of Adons Bloud 
Sprang, when of that cleare Flood 

Which Venus wept,an other white was borne: 
The ſweet Cynarean Tonth thou lincly ſhowes, 
But this ſharpe pointed Thorne 

So proud :bout thy Crimſin Folds that growes, ' ' 
Whas deth it repreſent? 
Boares Teeth (perhaps) his milke.white Flanck which rents 
O ſhow of ſhowes of vneſteemed Worth 
| 1n one that kill d, axd killer ſetteth forth | 

| A Louers Prayer. 
| fy 70 a Chriſtall Spring, 
With Thirſt and Heat oppreſt, 
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Narciſſa faire doth reſt 
Trees pleaſant Trees which thoſe green plaines forth bring 
Now interlace your trembling T ops aboue 
And makea Canopie unto my Lone, 
So in Heanens higheſt Houſe when Sunne appeares, 
Aurora may you cheriſh with her Teares. 
 Toras Epitaph, 

Ere deare lolas lies, 

VV ho whilſt he lis din Beantie did ſurpaſse 
T hat Boy wboſe hea Eies 
Broght Cypris from aboue, 
Or him 18 dezthwho lookt in wairie Glaſce, 
ExenTudge the God of Loue. 
And if the Nymphe once held of him ſo deare 
Dorine the faire, would here but ſhed one Teaxe, 
Thou ſhoulaſt in Natures ſcorne 
A Purple Flowre ſee of this Marble borne, 


The Troian Horſe. 
A Horſe I am who bit, 

Raine, rod, Spurre doth not feare, 
When 1 my Riders beare, 
Within my Wombe, not on my Backe they ſit. 
No ſtreames I drinke,nor cares for Graſſe or Corne- 
Art me 4 Moniter wrought 
AI Natures workes to ſcorne, 
A Mother I was without Mother borne, 
In end all arm'd my Father I forth broght - 
What thouſand Ships and Champions of renowne 
Conld not doe free, captiud 1 ra7'd a Towne. 


For Doxvs, © 
VWWZ 75 Nais ſtand yee nice 
Like to a well wrought Stone, 
When Dorus would you kiſſe? 
Deme him not that iſe, 
He's but aChilde (old Men be Childrentwice) 
And euenaToothleſſe one: - 
And when his Lips yours touch in that delight , 
Tee need not feare he will thoſe Cherries bite. 
Loue vagabonding. 
Weet Nymphes ifs gee ſtraye 
Tee find the froth-borne Goddeſſe of the Sea, 
All blubbred, pale, wndone, 
Who ſeekes her giddie Sone, 
That litle God of Lone, 
Whoſe golden ſhafts your chafefts Boſomes pron: 
Who leaning all the Heauens hath runne away: 
If fhee to him — will ought impart 
Her tell he Nighthe lodgeth in my Heart. 


"ns 


e Not [eene, goe 


To a Riuer, 
1th Shee will not that 1 

kZShow to the World my 7oye, 

T hou who oft mine annoy 

Haſt heard deare Flood, tell Thetis if thou cars 

That not a happier Man 

Doth breath Gr the Skie, 
More ſweet, more white, more faire, 
Lips, hands, and Amber Haire, 
Tell none did ener touch 
A ſmaller daintier Waite 
Tell nener was embrac't | 
But peace,fith ſhee ny og tells too much, 

ida. 
Ge Lida is that who her (ces, 
Through Ennie,or through Lowe ſtraight dies. 
Phrene. 
A? nian Siſters helpe my Phrenes Praiſe totell, 
4 YPhrene hart of my hart with whom the Graces dwel, 
For I ſurcharged am (0 ſore that I not know 
What firſt topraiſe of her,her Bref or Necke of Snow, 
Her Cheeks with Roſes ſpred, or her two Sun-like Eies, 
HerTeeth of brighteſt Pearle her Lips where Syveetnes lies: 
But thoſe do praiſe themſelues, my t0 all Eyes ſet forth, 
That Muſes yee need not to ſay ought of their Worth, 
T hen her white ſiſtring Papes Flek for to make knowne, 
But her white ſiſtring Papes through m_ Vail axe ſhowne 
Tet Shee hath ſome thing elſe more worthie then the reſs 
ing of __ beneath her Bre 

Which mounts like fairParnaſle,wherePegaſle wel dothrun 

Here Phrane ffay'd my Mule ere ſhee had well begun. 


Kiſſes delir'd, 

if Ws 1 with ſirawge Deſire 

To kiſſe thoſe war Lips amſet on fire, 

Tet will I ceaſe tocraue | 

Sweet touches in are ſtore 

As he who long before 

In thouſands themfrom Lel bia did receaue, 

Heart mine but once me kiſſe 

And 1 by that ſweet bliſſe 

Euen ſweare to ceaſe you to importune more, 

Poore one no number is. 

An other Word of me yee ſhall not heare 

Afer one Kiſſe, but ſtill one Kiſle wy Deare, 
Deſired Death. 

D Eare Life while as 1 touch 

Theſe Corrall Ports of bliſie, 

Which ftill themſelues do kiſe, 

And (weetly me inuite to do as much. 

All panting in my Lips, 

My Life my Heart doth leaue, 

No ſenſe my Senſes haue, 

And inward Powers doe find a ſtrange Ecclipſe, 

This Death ſo heanenly well | 

Doth ſo mepleaſe, that I . 

Would neaer longer ſeeke in ſenſe to dwell, 

If that enen thus I only could but die. 
. Phoebe... 

1 for to be alone and gall the Night to wander 

Maids can proue chill then chais Phoebe without Nlander. 

Anſvver, 

| %s ol ſtill to be alone,all Night in Heauen to wander, 

Wold make the wanton chaſt then ſhe's chaſt without ſlander 


CROSS 
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The Crueltie of Rox a. 

VV Hil fehing foorth his Wrongs, 
In ſweete, thopgh dolefull Songs, 

Alexis ſcekes to charme his Roras Eares, 

The Hills are heard to mone, 

To ſigh each Spring appeares, | 

Trees, harde#t Trees through Rine difiille tharr Teares, 

And ſoft growes euery Stone: 

Onely faire Rora, Teares, Sighs, Songs not monte, 

For Shee doth joye to ſee him plaine and loue. 


A Kiſle. 

[H#* happie Loners, harke, 

T his fir#t and laſt of Toyes, 
This ſweetner of Annoyes, 
This Nectare of the Gods, 
' Tecall a Kiſſe, is with it ſelfe at ods: 

And n_ 0 ſweet is not 

In equall Meaſure got, 
At light of Sunne, as it is in the darke, 
Harke, happy Loners, harke. 


Karas Complaint. 

R 4k 0/4 Mopſus wife, 

Kala with faireſt Face, 
For whom the Neighbour Swaines oft were at ſtrife, 
As ſhe to milke her ſnowie Flocke did tend, 
Sigh'd with a heauze Grace, 
And ſaid : What wretch like me doth leade her hife? 
1 ſee not how my Taske ſhall hae an end: 
All Day I draw theſe ounng Dugs in Fold, 
All Night mine empty Husbands ffi and cold, 


_ _PHILLIS. 
| peticot of greene, 

Her Haire abouther Ein, 
Phillis beneath ag Oake 
Sate milking hef faire flocke: 

Mong that ſweet ſlrained moiſture rare dehght 
Her wy ſeem'd Milke in Milke it was ſo white. | 
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ſr The > chang xa abou, 

Nor on this Round below 

Rich Midas ſkill to know, © 

And makeall Gold Itouch, 

1 doe not craue nor other cunning ſuch, 
Of all the Arts be underneath the Skie 
1 wiſh but Phillis Lapidare to be. 


NISA. 
NU Palemons Wife him weeping told 
He kept not Grammere rules now being old, 
For why (quoth ſhee) poſition falſe make yee, 
Putting 4 ore thing where 4 long ſhould be. 


A Louers Heauen., 
© i; Hoſe Starres nay Sunes which turne 
So ſtatelie in their Spheares, | 
And dazeling doe not burne, -_ 
T he Beautie of the Morne | 
Which on theſe cheeks appearcs, 
The Harmonie wbich to that voyce ts Lines, 


_ Make me thinke ye are Heauen, 


If Heauen yce be O that by powerfull Charmes, 
1 Atlas were enfolded, in thoſe armes? 


EPITAPH. 
T His deare though not-reſpected Earth doth hold: 


One for his worth whoſe T ombe ſhould beene of gold. 
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Beauties Idea. 


VV He would Perfetions faire Tdea ſee, 
Lethim come looke on Cloris ſweet with me, 

white is her Haire,her Teeth white, white her Skinne, 
Blacke be her Eyes, her Eye-browes, Cupids 1-1: 
Her Lockes, her Body, hands doe long _—_ 
But Teeth ſhort, ſhort her Wombe, and either Eare; 
Theſpace twixt Shoulders, E yes, bbs wide, Brow wide, 
Strait Waſte,the Mouth ſlrait,and her virgine Pride. 
Thicke are her Lips, Thights, with Bancks ſwellling there, 
Her Noſe is ſmall, ſmall Fingers, and her Haire : 
Her ſugred Month, her Cheekes, her Nailes be red, 
Little S Foot, Pap little, and her Head. 

Such Venus was, ſuch was that Flame of Troy, 

Such Cloris is, mine Hope, and only Toy. 


> 


Laryvs Death. 


A tvaft the Waues profound., 
Farre, farre from all Reliefe, 
The honeſt Fiſher Lalus, ah! is drown'd, 
Into this little Skife : 
The Boords of which did (erue him for 4 Beare, 
Sothat when heto the blacke World came neare 
Of him no Siluer greedy Charon got, 
For he in his owne Boate 


Did paſſe that Flood, by which the Gods doeſweare. 


ou Kiſſes deſir'd, 
— ys a yor Joe pic «4 on fire, 


Tir wll I conſe t6 crave 
Sweet touches w ſuch ſtore 


As he who ga ore 

In thouſands them from Lel bia did receauc, 

Heart mine but once me kiſſe 

And 1 by that ſweet bliſſe 

Exen ſweare to ceaſe you to importune more, 

Poore one no number is. 

An other Word of me yee ſhall not heare 

After one Kiſſe, but ſtill one Kiſle wy Deare. 
Deſired Death. 

D Eare Life while as I touch 

T heſe Corrall Ports of blifie, 

Which ftill themſelues do kiſſe, 

And (weetly me inuite to do as much. 

All panting in my Lips, 

My Life my Heart doth lean, 

No ſenſe my Senſes hane, 

And inward Powers doe find a ſtrange Ecclipſe, 

This Death ſo heanenly well 

Doth ſo mepleaſe, that I .. 

Would neuer longer ſeeke in ſenſeto dwell, 

If that euen thus Tonly could but die. 
Phoebe... 

] for to be alone and all the Night to wander 

Maids can prone chaſt,then chebir Phoebe without ſlander. 

Anſvver, *' 

| 3s ol fill to be alone,all Night in Heauen to wander, 

Wold make the wanton chaſt,then ſhe's chaſt without ſlander 
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